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WHEN PAPA COMES HOME 



CHAPTEK I. 

TIP, TAP, TOE. 

There were three of them — a little girl of twelve, 
another little girl of ten, and a little boy of eight. 

The name of the eldest was Theresa, the name of 
the second Theodora, the name of the third Tregarva. 
As these names aU began with T, and were besides 
rather unwieldy ones, papa shortened them, for 
family use, into Tip, Tap, Toe. I will do the same. 
It is just possible that the printer may find this an 
inconvenience, because of course, having only to 
write three little short names instead of Theresa, 
Theodora and Tregarva, I shall write them ever so 
much oftener, and want a great many more capital 
T's, more, perhaps, than he happens to have. But at 
the same time it is always better, when you are 
telling anything, to tell it as it reaUy was, and no- 
body who knew these three children at all intimately 
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2 WHEM PAPA COMES HOMK [chap. 

tliouglit of them as nnything else but Tip, Tap, 
Too. You must, therefore, know them in the 
BOiuG ■wny. 

Tliuir papa lived in India, far away up in the 

Hiinnlftya — an uncomfortaUe place, you will say, for 

Any 1101)^ to live in, who had three little childten in 

Kiigliuitl to love and care for and think about Still 

thovii was a silver chain, which none could see, hut 

wliich those who had woven it could always feel, 

Rtnitchiug from his bungalow amongst the pines and 

rhoiioilundrona of Uiose snowy heights, right away 

iivrv )ilnin atid forest., laud and sea, to the comfortable 

liouHii Htiuiding in its own cosy garden at HoUyburj'. 

And itvory week, when the mail went out from 

l)iirj Doling, pupa gave agreat pull at this silver chain, 

whli:h wna felt all the way to the other end; and 

ijviiry wook, wliou the mail went out from Hollybury, 

'I'lji, I'll!*, Toe, mid their mamma, gave a long pull, a 

fil,riin[| imll, and a pull nil tt^ther, at their end of 

till! tihtiin; oud papa, gazing out over the shining 

cryNlnlliiiu peaks of those great Indian mountains, 

f(i]t> iL, and blessed them in his heart. 

it WHS Christmas time at Hollybury. It could 
not \m n kvX "jokesome" Christmas, as Toe said, 
with impii all that long way off, but nevertheless 
tlioy ninnngcd to make it very merry and comfortable. 
lIcimuBo there is a French proverb which says that 
wlicii you have not what you like, you must like 
^vhat you have, and there was still a great deal left 
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to like at Holly bury, though the one who would 
have made everything so much better was away 
for a while. 

To begin with, there were the presents to look for- 
ward to. For weeks and weeks the children had 
been busy, during all their spare time, preparing 
those presents. If you had but known the secrets, 
and the mysteries, and the consultations which they 
involved ! You see, everybody was to have something, 
and everybody else but the particular person who was 
going to have it knew what that something would be, 
but was bound in honour not to say anything to the 
person. So as there were seven people in the house, 
counting grandmamma, mamma. Tip, Tap, Toe, and 
Emma and Esther, the two servants, you had forty- 
nine secrets all going about at once, and all terribly 
likely to be found out unless the greatest possible 
care was exercised. No wonder that mamma was 
almost banished from the morning-room— which the 
children had for their own — and that the children 
were almost banished from the drawing-room, except 
at particular times, and that one could scarcely open 
a door, or peep into a cupboard, or lift the lid of a 
bureau, or enter a room, without endless cautions of 
"Please don't look here," or, "Oh! mamma, dorit 
touch that little parcel," or, " Mamma, promise me 
you won't look behind that big book," or, " Grand- 
mamma, there's something wrapped up in that brown 
paper, and it's ever such a secret, and you mustn't 
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4 WHEN PAPA COMES HOME. [cHAr. 

even fed it," and so on, until the very air seemed 
laden with mystery, and one went about in constant 
expectation of an explosion somewhere. 

And then there were what might be called the 
out-door presents, which everybody could know about 
and look at; the straw frames for Aunt Caradora, 
and the book-markers for Cousin Phillis and Aunt 
Salome, and the mats for Aunt Alexia, and the pen- 
wipers for Uncle Tom and Uncle Frank, and the 
comforter for Coop the gardener, and the muflfetees, 
and socks, and stockings, for Coop the gardener's 
six little children, and the shirt for Harry the 
out-door boy, and the mittens, and the petticoats, 
and the things that had been a-preparing during 
odd times ever since last Christmas was over, but 
had to be sorted out now, and distributed, and 
labelled — oh, what a house of business Holly bury 
was to be sure, as that twenty-fifth of December 
drew on ! 

But now it was ever, at least pretty nearly so. All 
the presents that had to go by post had been sent 
away. Coop the gardener, and Coop's six little 
children, and Harry the out-door boy, had had theirs 
given them, together with a mince-pie each. The 
other gifts were lying hidden, small parcels, large 
parcels, and middle-sized parcels, in out-of-the-way 
corners all over the house, ready for the eventful 
morning of Christmas Day. Tip, Tap, and Toe 
had gathered holly and ivy, and helped mamma to 
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decorate the rooms with it. About a hundred and 
fifty cards had been sent to all the friends that could 
be thought of. A big, white turkey was lying in 
solemn state in the larder, side by side with its com- 
panion, a plum-pudding. Around them, like sentinels, 
stood the mince-pies, the very mince-pies which Tip, 
Tap, and Toe had helped to make the week before, 
which they had pinched, and notched, and decorated 
with such dutiful care, not forgetting a little hole in 
the middle of each to let out the steam. Oh 1 the 
delight of making that hole in the exact middle of 
each, and making it just the right size ; and the re- 
sponsibility which each of the children felt with each 
separate pie, lest the skewer should go too fd,r down, 
so far, indeed, as to make a hole right through the 
bottom crust as well, and so give the steam a chance 
of going through in the wrong direction, and carrying 
some of the mincemeat with it. That sort of thing 
had happened once with a hole that Tap had made, 
and the consequence was that the pie would not come 
out of the tin at all, everything stuck together and 
got where it was not wanted, and Tap had to eat it 
herself with a painful sense of humiliation. 

I have been told sometimes that in my stories I 
say too much about eating, and certainly this last 
paragraph does look something like it. But it is to 
be remembered that Christmas comes but once a 
year, and one is allowed to talk a little more 
pantry then than at other times. And after this 
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chapter I don't think it will come in at all, unless 
something has to be said which I do not remember 
now. This must be my apology, and I hope it will 
be accepted for the turkey, and the pudding, and 
the mince-pies which might have been seen in 
the HoUybury larder after all the parcels were 
tied up. 

There had been a great amount of consultation as to 
the manner in which those parcels were to be given 
to the people for whom they were intended. A 
Christmas-tree was talked of, but what would a 
Christmas-tree be without papa? And then a bran 
pie was mentioned, but there had been a bran-pie the 
year before, and, besides, there was no one to tell 
the stories. Then somebody suggested having a 
railway porter come in, covered with cotton-wool, for 
snow, and carrying the presents in a huge hamper ; 
but then one must wait until night for that, and the 
secrets had become such a burden already, that Tip, 
Tap, and Toe felt that they must, if possible, get 
them off their minds early in the morning. So it 
was decided at last that the breakfast-table should 
be prettily decorated, and the presents disposed 
upon it, each person's share concealed under a 
damask napkin, with the name neatly written on 
a card outside. 

It was mamma, who had to give the casting vote, 
who decided that the breakfast-table plan would be 
the best, even though it might not produce such fun 
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as some of the other ways proposed. And there was 
just a touch of laugh in her eyes as she decided it, 
which the children did not see at first. 

Tip was a little bit disappointed. 

"It doesn't look like making quite enough of 
a bustle over it ; do you think so, mamma ? " 

" And it's all going to look so very tidy and neat," 
put in Tap, who had so much trouble in a general 
way with the keeping straight of her drawers and 
boxes, that when one could justifiably have things 
in a little bit of a scrimmage, it was a pity to miss 
the chance. 

" I think nothing but white dinner-napkins will 
look horribly stupid," said Toe, turning a succession 
of somersaults at the spare end of the dining-room in 
which this consultation was going on. "We wanted 
to have set your present up on end, so that the frame 
might " 

" Toe ! Toe I you mustn*t — what are you doing ? " 
cried Tip and Tap. " No, mamma, we both said it 
had better lie flat, and we've had it turned round 
to the proper date " 

" There ! " Toe said, " you're going to let it out 
yourselves. And then our present for Tap — I don't 
see how that could ever be put under a dinner 
napkin, because — but you needn't look. Tap — I'm 
not going to tell you, only it is just the very thing 
you have been wanting for ever so long. And oh ! 
mamma, do let it be a railway porter this time, with 
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a hamper, if it could be in the morning for the snow 
on him to look proper." 

But mamma only smiled a quiet little smile, as if 
she knew all the time that something would be there 
which would make the table, with its cold white 
dinner-napkins, better and brighter than all the bran 
pies, or railway porters, or Father Christmases that 
had ever been seen at Hollybury yet. And the 
children could not tell a bit what it meant. 



CHAPTEE TT. 

THE THREE STOCKINGS. 

Christmas morning did come at last ; such a bright, 
beautiful morning, with not even a cloud for the 
herald angels to rest their white wings upon as they 
came floating down with their message of peace to 
the sleeping world. At day dawn there was just a 
bit of yellow moon left in the western sky, and the 
church bells were ringing to early service, and when 
they were silent the great cathedral peal sounded out 
from over the valley its seven-voiced call to praise. 
And then the sun climbed up over the wold hills, 
and his slant rays shot through the leafless woods, 
and tipped with points of gold the laurels which 
grew so thickly round about Hollybury. But through 
all the windows into which he peeped as he went on 
his rounds that sweet Christmas morning, no pleasanter 
picture could be found than the one which he saw in 
the Hollybury dining-room, where Tip, Tap, and Toe, 
with the brightest, eagerest little faces, were arranging 
their presents under the white damask napkins. 
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They had all gone to bed a full hour earlier than 
usual the night before, partly, as Tip said, to shorten 
the time, because when everything was ready, and 
there was nothing more to be done, it did seem so 
long ; and partly that they might wake in the dark 
on Christmas morning, to see, or feel rather, whether 
Santa Glaus had put anything into the stockings 
which they always hung at the foot of their bed. 
For though they knew that the real Christmas 
presents would not be put into the stockings, but on 
the dining-room table, still the good little man might 
find his way down the cliimney as he had done in 
years gone by, with nuts, raisins, bags of sweets, and 
such-like trifles. And they were not disappointed. 

Tip woke first, quite in the dark. Indeed, it 
was so dark that she could not be sure it was 
Christmas morning at all until she heard a clock 
strike six. She put her hands together and said a 
little prayer for papa, and wished him a happy day, 
and then scrambled down to the end of the bed 
where the two stockings were hung. 

•'They've got something in," she said, eagerly, 
giving Tap's foot a shake. " Wake up, Tap, and let 
us look." 

Tap rubbed her eyes, and yawned, and turned over 
as if she were going to sleep again, which was what 
she generally did after giving one yawn. But when 
Tip shook her again she remembered it was Christmas 
morning, which of course sent all the sleep away, 
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and she soon tumbled out and scrambled down to the 
foot of the bed after Tip, who was busy fumbling 
away at what felt exactly like a stocking full of rather 
flabby turnips and beetrdots carefully wrapped in 
paper. 

" What can they be ? " said Tap, for you must 
remember it was six o'clock in the morning, which 
of course meant as dark as midnight ; " mine feels 
just like turnips and beetroots too, ever so funny." 

*' And so does mine," said Toe, who at this moment 
came capering into the room in his nightgown and 
sleeping-socks, knocking his knees first against one 
thing and then against another, and finally hitting 
Tap an unintentional blow with his loaded stocking. 
" I can't a bit guess what they are, but let us smelly 
and then perhaps we shall find out. That's what 
Nelly does, you know." 

Nelly was the little dog which mamma had brought 
from India. 

** All right," said Tap, " I never thought of that ; 
only come into bed first. Toe, it's dreadfully cold out 
here in the dark." 

So the three little people huddled together amongst 
the pillows, and applied the contents of the stockings 
one by one to their several noses. The turnips 
turned out to be figs, dates, and little bags of sweets, 
which Esther and Emma had put in ; but what the 
other things were, which felt like beetroots, was still 
a mystery. 
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They were not to eat, for they had no smeU at all. 
And they were hard and firm on one side, and swelled 
out a little and were quite soft on the other, and had 
a sort of woolly feel, like crape or flanneL And as 
for the shape, well, they could not make anything 
out of that at all. 

" Mine might be a gingerbread something," said 
Tap, speculatively, " like those in Emma's mother's 
little shop, only if it was gingerbread it ought to 
smell, and I can't smell anything, and I can't feel any- 
thing either, that would do for legs or ears. Tip, are 
there any legs and ears to yours, and does it smell ? " 

" No. I don't believe it is to eat at all ; I believe — 
but I don't know what I believe. Have you got one, 
Toe ? Hard on one side and soft on the other, just 
as if it might be gingerbread if only it had a 
smell ? " 

" Yes. I've got a something which I can't make 
out. If it was gingerbread it would break, too, and 
this bends, just as if there was cardboard inside. 
What a bother there isn*t any light. Tip, do you 
know what time it is ? " 

" I'm not sure now, but it struck six very soon after 
I woke, and that was just before you came in. It 
won't be light for ever so long." 

" Of course not. My Guide to Knowledge says the 
sun doesn't rise until past eight on the twenty-first of 
December, and we're close there now. I should think 
we shall have to wait nearly an hour yet. Oh ! I say 
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Tip, let us snuggle into the blankets and you tell us 
a story to put the time on." 

"Which Tip dii It was one they had heard a great 
many times before, about a little red hen which was 
very nearly being carried away from her comfortable 
home by a fox who wanted to boil her for his dinner. 
But she happened to be a very neat, industrious 
little hen, who always carried a pair of scissors 
in her pocket ; and whilst the fox who had caught 
her and tied her fast in the bag which was hung 
round his neck, was trotting ofif to his cave, she 
took out the scissors and cut a hole in the bag, and 
jumped out and popped a stone in instead; and 
the fox trotted on, never knowing the difference ; and 
so the little red hen got safely back again to her own 
comfortable home in the forest, where she lived 
happily ever afterwards with her brothers and sisters. 

By the time she was safely there, and had related 
the story of her wonderful escape, a grey gleam had 
begun to show through the window, where of course 
the blind had been left up all night to facilitate an 
early waking; and the three children once more 
tumbled out to see what they could make of the 
beetroot parcels. 

" I do believe mine's a fish," said Tap, holding it up 
to as much light as there was, by something which 
certainly did look very much like a tail, " but I can't 
tell about the colour yet, and there's a smooth hard 
spot at the other end which might be a little eya" 
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" Mine's got an eye too, on the soft side," said 
Tip, " but it isn't a fish for all that. I believe it's a 
bird. Yes, it is a bird; here are two little claws 
underneath, ever so weeny. What is yours, Toe ? " 

" I can't telL I've been holding it up ever so long, 
and feeling all round and round, but it doesn't seem 
to have got any sort of a shape at all, and there isn't 
light enough for me to see what colour it is. Do let 
us come back to bed again until it gets a little brighter. 
It's ever so stupid poking and poking when you can't 
find a thing out." 

"Yes," said Tip, "and we'll have some of our 
sweets to make the time go quicker, and we'll talk 
about how the dining-room table will look at break- 
fast time." 

A general shout of delight followed the picture 
which this suggested. 

" Jollicorious ! " cried Toe, giving a grand flourish 
amongst the blankets. " Oh, sha'n't we have fun ! I'm 
sure mamma hasn't the least little bit of an idea what 
sort of a shape her dinner-napkin will be. Won't it 
stick up beautifully ! Oh ! and Tip, what a time we 
shall be putting all the things properly under. You 
know I've got something for everybody, and so have 
you, and we've both got something for you, Tap, some- 
thing ever so nice, something that will make your 
dinner- napkin stick up so beautifully, won't it. Tip ? " 

" Oh, joUy ! " said Tap, " but don't tell me what 
it is." 
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" Of course not. I diould be a stupid, and it's 
Tip's secret too. We both of us got it at — ^but no, 
I won't tell you what shop we got it at If I did 
you would be sure to find out, because they don't 
sell anything there hut dolls — *' 

He caught up his words, and Tip gave a despairing 
groan. 

"Oh, Toe, you stupid, stupid I What have you 
done ? You've been and gone and let the secret out, 
and now it won't be a bit of a surprise at all. You 
are such a little bother. Please don't listen to 
him. Tap." 

" No, I didn't," said Tap, reassuringly. " And then 
you know I do forget things very soon ; Miss Philip 
says I do, even if I take ever so much pains to learn 
them. And then I was looking hard at my fish all 
the time, and I think I'm beginning to forget already, 
so never mind. Toe ; and I've got something for you 
both, too, and something for everybody else, and how 
we are to get them all put on in the time I'm sure 
I don't know." 

" I'll tell you," said Tip. " Mamma promised that 
Emma should lay the cloth in very good time, and 
then we'll take it in turns to go and put what we've 
got for each other, and then we'll all go together and 
put what we've got for mamma, and grandmamma, 
and Emma, and Esther." 

" Yes, and you mustn't look a bit what there is 
under your napkin," said Toe, " and I'll promise I 
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won't look under mine. Oh ! what fun it will be ! 
And then when will mamma put what she has for 
us ? Of course we know there vrill be something." 

" Yes/' said Tip. " Don't you remember, mamma 
told us when we had put our things for everybody, we 
were all to clear out into the morning-room, and wait 
there until she has come home from church, and then 
she will put her things ready, and then we are to have 
prayers in the morning-room instead of the dining- 
room, and afterwards we are all to go in and see 
everything." 

" Jollicorious ! jollicorious I " shouted Toe ag£un, 
and the prospect was so delightful that the children 
had to get up and have a general toss and tumble 
before they could settle down to anything like serious 
conversation again. And by the time the tumble 
was finished there was light enough, even without 
going to the window, to discover what the mysterious- 
looking creatures were which had already caused so 
much speculation. 

Tip's was a little partridge about six inches long, 
made of soft, silky China crape, painted just the 
natural colour, and with a bright little eye and two 
little claws all complete. It was flat on one side 
and raised on the other like a pincushion, so that it 
could lie on the table or be hung against a wall. 
Tap's was a fish, made of China crape too, of a 
beautiful golden pinky crimson colour, and with a 
glass eye too, which was what had felt so cold and 
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hard in the dark. And Toe's, which nobody had 
been able to find out» was a dog, a little smooth- 
haired terrier dog, exactly like mamma'& dog Nelly, 
which she had brought from India; white, with 
patches of yellowy brown, and she was curled round, 
with her nose comfortably tucked in under her paws, 
and her feet doubled up, which had puzzled them all 
so to find out what the shape was intended for. 
Because, if she had been standing upright, with all 
her four legs straight, and her tail at one end, and 
her dear little sharp black nose at the other. Toe 
would have guessed directly who she was, even in 
the very darkest of winter mornings. And to each 
was a piece of paper, with this written upon it — 
" From Cousin Phillis." 

That was the London cousin who used to have such 
romps with them sometimes. 

" Oh ! isn't she good?" said Toe, "to send us them. 
And she wiU have something too. this morning, 
something ever so nice, that she doesn't know about 
a bit. Oh, won't she be surprised, and won't she 
wonder what it is ? " 

And Toe rolled over and over with delight, to think 
how Cousin Phillis, who of course would have 
awakened in the dark like every one else, though she 
waa quite grown-up now, would just be finding out 
that the queer parcel which had bumped about so in 
her stocking, and which seemed no kind of a shape 
at all, for they had felt it themselves in the dark first, 
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just to try, was a pen-wiper made in the shape of a 
gipsy- woman, with a little baby rolled up in a bundle 
on her back. And Tip had sent her a book-mark, 
and Tap a pincushion, and Aunt Salome had promised 
faithfully not to let her know anything about them, 
but to hang them up in her stocking after she had 
gone to bed on Christmas Eve. Oh, what fun it 
would be ! 

But now half-past seven had struck. It was really 
time to get up. So Toe was bundled back again into 
his own little room, and in half an hour's time they 
all crept quietly down stairs, and finding that Emma 
had prepared the dining-room and laid the glossy 
damask napkins ready, they set to work. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE CHKISTMAS TABLE. 

But Tip had gone first into Toe's bedroom. 

" Toe, we have settled that as you are the youngest, 
you shall put your presents on first. Are you 
ready ? " 

•* Eeady ? Why, I've been ready ever .so long," 
said the little lad, suddenly bobbing down behind his 
towel-raU to hide a parcel which he had just taken 
out of its hiding-place. " Please, Tip, do go away for 
a little while, until I have had time to put your— oh, 
no, I don't mean that, I mean your present that I 
am going to give you, all right under the napkin. 
As soon as ever I've done it I'll come back and tell 
you, and then we can both of us go and put 
Tap's right" 

Tip disappeared, and then Toe, with a solemnity 
and precision which he never manifested except on 
birthdays and Christmas Days, when he had presents 
upon his mind, stepped carefully down stairs, about 

c 2 
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lialf a dozen parcels of different sizes sticking out in 
front of him, all covered up under a piece of news- 
paper, lest any one should by accident meet him, and 
guess what they were. 

One of these he deposited on grandmamma's tray. 
Grandmamma always had breakfast taken up to her 
in her own room, id this morning her tmy was put 
upon a little table by the window. Then he put one 
under Tip's, and one under Emma's, and one under 
Esther's, and then he stepped back a little way to see 
what sort of a shape they looked under the covers, 
and then altered them so as to make them stick out 
or up a little more, and then took another view, 
and then took a jump or two, and then started off to 
tell Tip she might come. 

"All right. Toe. But first you must go away 
whilst I put yours under the napkin." 

Toe gave another caper. It was really too 
delightful. 

*' If I go and stand in the corner. Tip, and shut my 
eyes quite fast, it will do as well, won't it ? " 

" Well, yes, perhaps it wilL Only be sure you shut 
them very fast, and don't listen." 

" Of course I won't listen," said Toe with dignity. 
And then he went as far as ever he could up into the 
corner, with his face to the wall, and shut his eyes 
fast, squeezing the lids together until .there were 
heaps of little wrinkles all round about them. And 
he kept tattooing with his feet, and whistling, so that 



III.] THE CHRISTMAS TABLE. 21 

Tip might be quite sure he was not even thinking of 
such a dishonourable thing as listening. 

What could it be? Tip was such a long time 
arranging it. 

•' Aren't you ready, Tip ? " 

" Not quite. Oh, please go on whistling, Toey, for 
Tm so afraid your present will begin to rattle if I 
give it ever such a little touch. You can't think how 
easily all the— Oh! but I mustn't go on. You 
haven't guessed, have you ? And please whistle away 
as hard as ever you can." 

What could it be ? thought Toe. And he set up 
" Christians awake," in his very highest key, yet 
wishing so much that he might be still for a minute, 
or just give one little peep round to see what sort 
of a thing was ready to rattle with a touch. At last, 
after what seemed almost an hour, Tip said — 

"There, I've done it. Now let us go and call 
Tap. Oh no, we must not do that either, just yet> 
Toe; you and I must go and fetch her present, and 
get it arranged first." 

They did so. It stuck up beautifully, and yet 
nobody could have had the least idea what it was. 
And then Tap came down with a regiment of little 
parcels in front of her too, and Tip and Toe had to go 
into the comer whilst theirs were arranged. And 
then mamma's were put ready, and grandmamma's, 
and Emma's, and Esther's, and then all the children 
went to the farther end of the room to see the general 
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eflfect, before leaving the rest of the arrangement in 
mamma's hands. For early service must be nearly 
over now, and after having put their own presents 
in order, they were to go and stay quietly in the 
morning-room until time for prayers. 

"It doesn't look pretty, exactly, does it?" said Toe, 
stepping backward and holding his head a little on 
one side, to take in the general eflfect. Toe was very 
fond of drawing, and looked at things chiefly with 
an eye to the appearance they would present in a 
picture. 

And certainly, looked at from that point of view, 
the table was not particularly pretty. There were 
five white cups and saucers at one end, and a silver 
sugar-basin, and a silver cream-jug, and a tall coflfee- 
pot ; and all the rest was just a puflT and pucker 
of white damask, thrust up here and there into all 
sorts of shapes and sizes, over the places where the 
diflferent presents had already been deposited. 

What really did it look like ? In reality it looked 
just like a very large dish of whipped cream or trifle, 
with ratafias and lumps of jam underneath, sticking 
it up into those curious shapes. But I know very 
well that if I were to describe it in that way, I should 
be found fault with for talking too much pantry again, 
so I will not go on. The only other thing with which 
it could be compared was the range of snowy moun- 
tains rising in front of papa's verandah at Darjeeling. 
The peaks nearest the cups and saucers were the 
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Sikkim range, culminating in mamma's present, which 
rose in a magnificent peak, just like Kanchinjinga. 
Lower down was the Nepalese range, with one rather 
prominent height which might do for Mount Everest, 
but which was really Emma's present of — ^however, 
I must not say just now what it was. And the cups 
and saucers themselves would do for the houses in 
the Darjeeling station, and the coflfee-pot for the 
church, and the sugar-basin for Government House, 
and the cream-jug for the Eajah's temple; and 
grandmamma's cup and saucer on the tray by the 
window for a Buddhist monastery rising amid the 
snow-clad pines of the nearer hilla 

Just then there was a step on the gravel walk, and 
the children rushed into the hall to meet mamma 
and smother her with kisses, and then they went off 
into the morning-room to wait as patiently as they 
could whilst she put the finishing touches to the 
table. 

What would those finishing touches be? There 
was a sound of stepping up and down stairs, a dainty 
little rustling and bustling from one room to another, 
that delightful *' crish-crishing" noise which paper 
parcels make when they are being unwrapped — a 
silence, then more stepping about, and then mamma, 
looking very bright, came into the morning-room, and 
the bell was rung for prayers. 

Now a long time ago I was writing a children's 
story. It was about a little girl who, when breakfast 
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and morning prayers were over at the house where 
she was staying, was to go round the farm and see 
the ducks and the calves and the chickens and the 
rest of the creatures. Never having been at a farm- 
house before, she was naturally very anxious to see 
everything; and, just as naturally, she thought that 
ou that particular morning, the prayers were rather 
long. 

I said so in my story, and the gentleman who 
looked over the manuscript before it was printed 
drew his pen through that paragraph, and wrote on 
the margin that it was not reverent, at least not 
properly so. 

Now it might be properly reverent, or it might be 
improperly reverent, but it was strictly true to say 
that the little girl did think those prayers very long, 
whilst she was waiting to see the calves and the 
ducks and the chickens and the rest of the things. 
And mamma's prayers seemed equally long this 
morning to Tip, Tap, and Toe, whilst they were 
waiting to see the Christmas table, though in a 
general way they enjoyed them as much as most 
little girls and boys do* However, they did their 
best to attend, and they were very still and quiet; 
and if, when they got up from their knees at last, 
they did feel something like a very thick bundle of 
papers when the elastic band has suddenly broken, 
why it is only as you would yourselves have felt 
under the same circumstances. 
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After prayers they all — ^Esther and Emma too — 
went into the dining-room. 

Mamma had made a transformation in the table. 
The centre of it was overlaid with leaves of shining 
laurel and holly, with knots of scarlet berries glowing 
amongst them. Between each snowy mountain — and 
those mountains were of quite diflferent shapes now — 
was a valley of crackers, white and gold, and blu^and 
crimson — ^lovely Christmas crackers with coloured 
pictures upon them, and a solid compact little mass 
in the middle, hinting at something much more 
substantial than only a motto inside, nothing less 
than a paper cap, or a whistle, or a teetotum, or a 
purse, or a locket, or something of that sort. And in 
the centre of the table was a tall stand full of winter 
fruits — oranges, ruddy-cheeked apples, raisins, dates 
and figs — with ivy trailing amongst them, and a lovely 
white Christmas rose on the top. How the children 
stood in amazement at first, and then jumped and 
danced and clapped their hands ! 

But now the snows must melt away from the 
Himalaya. Summer was to come to mamma's 
mountain first. 

*' Have you any idea what it is going to be ? " said 
Tip, Tap, and Toe, all in a breath. '* Did you happen 
to see the least tiny little bit underneath, when you 
were finishing up the table ? " 

*' Not the very least," said mamma. " And then, 
you know, I didn't need even to lift up the cover, 
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because I was not going to give anything to 
myseK." 

" And can't you guess, mamma 1 Do just try and 
guess before you look." 

"No; I can't tell a bit, unless it should be a couple 
of clothes'' pegs set upright. It does look rather like 
that." 

" Oh, mamma ! As if we should give you two 
clothes' pegs 1 But how delightful for you not to be 
able to guess. But then there is something else. 
Grandmamma told me to put it under for you. You 
see it does not stick up quite so much as ours. I 
wonder if you can guess what that is." 

" No. It is very like a tin of potted meat or cocoa. 
And I do believe grandmamma knows the cocoa tin is 
empty. Perhaps she is going to save me the trouble 
of sending it to be filled up again. Or it might 
be—" 

Toe gave a tremendous caper, 

*'0h! no, mamma, don't guess again. Do look. 
How rich you will be when you have got a couple 
of clothes' pegs and a little tin of cocoa I Oh, it 
is fun ! ImH it fun. Tap ? " 

But now came a solemn silence, for mamma waa 
looking. Little by little she unveiled the snowy peak 
of what for the last hour had been Kanchinjinga, but 
was now — 

What was it ? 

A dainty little carved wood frame, rising to a point 
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in the middle, and with three handles on one side, 
turning scrolls whose writing showed through openings 
on the front. The first showed the day of the month, 
the second the month itself, and the third the day 
of the week. There was a rest behind, so that it 
could stand on a table or on the mantelpiece. A card 
was tied to it bearing these words : 

" For mamma. With love from Tip, Tap, Toe." 
Of course it was the very thing that mamma 
wanted, because, though in a general way she had 
a very tolerable memory indeed, yet the day of the 
month she never could manage to remember, and 
therefore a dear little frame like this, always in sight, 
to keep the fact before her, was the most convenient 
thing imaginable. Mamma said if they had puzzled 
their brains for a twelvemonth, they could not have 
thought of a more useful present. She kissed them 
all over and over again, which was rather a difficult 
matter, because they kept skipping and jumping so ; 
and then she put the frame on the mantelpiece, 
where it made a very pretty ornament, side by side 
with the Indian metal work which papa had brought 
home last time he came. 

Grandmamma's present was not a cocoa tin at all, 
but a neat little bedroom clock, with an alarum to 
it ; and whUst mamma was admiring it, and thinking 
how useful it would be when she wanted to get 
up early in the morning, or rather when she was 
obliged to get up early in the morning, for early rising 
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was a luxury in which she never warded to indulge, 
the alarum, which had been wound up for nine 
o'clock, set ofif upon its duty, and rang out such a 
merry little peal as made the children laugh with 
delight. Of course nothing could be done until it 
had given over, and as it was one of those persistent 
people who will not stop until they have got through 
what they have to say, and will not hurry over it 
either, everybody had to be quiet for full two minutes 
— ^rather a long time when Christmas presents are 
being waited for. 



CHAPTER IV. 

toe's text. 

When silence had been restored mamma proposed 
that the little snow-covered Buddhist monastery in 
the distance, namely grandmamma's tray by the 
window, should be carried up stairs. Of course 
everybody knew what was under that napkin, but it 
was to be kept securely folded down until grand- 
mamma herself lifted it. And how surprised she 
would be then ! 

So they all started off in procession, Toe first, 
capering and jigging and dancing like the little man 
just in front of the donkey on the title-page of Punch, 
and mamma coming next — I was going to say like 
the donkey itself, only that might not sound polite, — 
and instead of carrying Punch she carried the tray 
with the presents, and after her came Tip and Tap 
and Emma and Esther, all looking as pleased as 
possible, though they got on very slowly, because Toe 
stopped every now and again to give an extra fling 
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of delight At last grandmamma's room was reached^ 
and grandmamma herself was found sitting up in 
bed, wondering why her cup of coffee was so long 
in coming. 

First of all she had to be hugged and kissed until 
there was scarcely any breath left in her, and then 
she took off the white damask napkin. 

There was a soft woollen hood which mamma had 
made, and a pair of bedroom slippers which Aunt 
Caradora had made, and a comb and brush bag from 
Tip and Tap, and a very pretty Christmas card from 
each of the servants, and a large book-marker with 
"Eemember now thy Creator in the days of thy 
youth," worked upon it by Toe. 

It had cost him a great deal of care and labour, 
not only in the actual working of it, but in the 
choice of the text. Of course grandmamma herself 
had never been asked what sort of a text she would 
like, because the book-marker, like all the rest of 
the Christmas things, was such a great secret Tip, 
who did know about it, said she was not quite sure 
whether it would be suitable for an old lady like 
grandmamma. She thought there were some texts 
in the Bible about when people were grey-headed 
and their strength began to fail, and perhaps grand- 
mamma would like something of that sort better, 
though she could not be quite certain. But Toe 
stuck to his own choice. It was a very pretty 
text indeed, he said, and he knew grandmamma 
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liked it, for she had told him it would be such a 
nice one for him to learn. And he had learned it 
too, and no mistake, learned it so thoroughly that 
he should never forget it in all his life, after having 
marked every single separate letter of it in purple 
silk upon that perforated cardboard. 

And besides, Toe said, it was not polite to say 
anything about people being old and grey-headed. 
He should not have known it himself, but it came 
out by accident, because one day after Mrs. Guellaby 
had been calling, he happened to remark to mamma 
that her hair was getting very grey indeed, he 
could see it underneath her bonnet behind when 
he went to put a cushion in the easy chair for 
her; and mamma said he must not make remarks 
like that, for people did not like to be reminded 
of such things. And therefore it would be rather 
rude to say anything about it to grandmamma. 

He had not chosen it in a hurry, either. He had 
thought over all his own little texts, the texts which 
he used to learn to repeat aloud as they sat by the fire- 
light on Sunday evenings, and it sounded the nicest 
of them all. There was one, " Train up a child in 
the way he should go," and there was another, " Even 
a child is known by his doings." And then there 
was another, which was printed in very big letters, 
inside a frame, on the walls of the church school- 
room, the room where they used to go to see magic 
lantern entertainments, and which had made a great 
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impression upon him because there were pictures 
illustrating the subject. It was this : 

" A whip for the horse, a bridle for the ass, and a 
rod for the fool's back." 

Uncle Tom, who had been with him once to a 
magic lantern entertainment in that room, said it was 
a very sensible text, a very sensible text indeed, and 
he wished it could be taught to every man, womaij, 
and child in the three kiugdoms. Then, perhaps, 
Toe thought, that would be a good text for grand- 
mamma's book-marker, because she was always fond 
of sensible things. Would she really like it, now ? 
Only it was so long, seventeen words. It would 
make nearly a yard of book-mark, even though some 
of the words were very little ones. And grand- 
mamma's Bible was not much more than a quarter 
of a yard long. It would come out ever so far at each 
end, and get crumpled up, and his cardboard was not 
deep enough to put it into three lines. And somehow 
— ^he didn't quite know — ^but it seemed almost as if 
it was not eveiT so polite as the one about the grey 
hairs. He had, perhaps, better not have it. And only 
the very next Sunday grandmamma had said what 
a very pretty one that was about remembering thy 
Creator, and he determined to set about it at once 
and mark it for her. 

If he had had any doubts in his mind as to 
whether or not he had done the right thing, they were 
all swept away when grandmamma saw the book- 



IV.] TOE'S TEXT. 33 

marker and found out who had worked it. For she 
looked so pleased, and put her arms round his neck 
and gave him such a hearty kiss, which she would 
not have done if the text had failed to be everything 
she could wish. That kiss convinced Toe that what- 
ever Tip might say, or whatever any one else might 
say, he had done exactly the right thing in making 
choice of it. 

And then they all came down stairs again to see 
the rest of the presents. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE HIDDEN LETTER. 

Tip was to look at hers first. How the others 
laughed and jumped as she opened each little parcel, 
wondering what in the world it could be. 

Mamma's present was a pocket-book and diary, 
bound in red, with an ivory-topped pencil, and an 
elastic band to keep it all tight and neat. On a slip 
of paper inside these words were written : 

" If Tip fills up this diary regularly every day for 
the whole year, mamma will give her a half-sovereign 
next Christmas morning." 

You may be sure Tip was very pleased about that, 
for she had never been so fortunate as to have a piece 
of gold in her possession. And although she was 
not to have it until next Christmas, and a great 
deal had to be done before then, still she quite felt as 
if it was hers already, because it would be no trouble, 
but only a pleasure, to write every day's story in 
that dear little pocket-book. Indeed she only wished 
the new year would make haste and come, because 
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she was in such a hurry to begin, and the spaces 
were not dated properly until the first of January. 

Tap's present to her was a basket, which would be 
very useful for gathering flowers, and Toe's was a 
little vase, which would be equally useful for arrang- 
ing them when they were gathered. Then there 
was a new half-crown from grandmamma, and a 
thimble in a velvet slipper from Aunt Caradora, 
and almost more Christmas cards than she could 
count, which had been coming in for several days 
before, but which mamma had taken care of that 
they might all be given at once. 

Tap's present from mamma was also a pocket-book, 
only bound in green, and there was the same pro- 
mise attached if Tap filled the book regularly for a 
whole year. And grandmamma had given her a new 
half-crown, and Aunt Caradora a thimble like Tip's ; 
and the present which had been put under the nap- 
kin by Tip and Toe was a little boy-doll which one 
of them had bought and the other had dressed, and 
which was the very thing of all others which Tap 
wanted. There were Christmas cards for her, too, 
of all sorts and sizes. 

Then came Toe's mountain. How solemn Toe did 
look as his little fingers crept slowly under the 
damask covering, feeling one thing after another, 
and bringing it out to light. There was a pocket- 
book for him, bound in purple, and the golden 
promise with it. And there was the new half-crown 
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from grandmamma, and a paint-box from Aunt 
Caradora, and a drawing-pencil from Tap, and though 
he had not so many cards as his sisters, he had a 
book from Uncle Tom, full of beautiful pictures 
which he could copy and colour. Tip's present was 
a little musical-box, which began to play a tune 
when you took it up, and that was why she had 
been so anxious for Toe to keep on whistling, lest 
he should happen to hear a sound whilst she was 
slipping it into its place. 

Emma and Esther each had a pair of knitted 
stockings from grandmamma, and a muslin apron 
from mamma, and a ^ pincushion from Tip, and a 
pocket-handkerchief from Tap, and a pen-wiper from 
Toe. When they had taken them away, the napkins 
were folded up and the children's presents prettily 
arranged upon the table, iand the Christmas cards 
nestled in amongst the holly-leaves and round the 
plates, until you could scarcely look anywhere with- 
out seeing a pretty picture or a loving wish. And 
then they sat down to breakfast. 

Though really, as Tip said, the presents seemed to 
have taken away their appetite. Toe said he was 
sure he was not in the mood for eating porridge, and 
Tap and Tip felt exactly in the same way. Probably 
mamma knew how it would be, for instead of 
porridge, Emma brought in a poached egg for each 
of them. 

Now poached eggs were their delight, the only 
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drawback to them being that, as Tap thoughtfully 
remarked, they went so quickly when once you got 
to the yolk. Now, with a boiled egg the case was 
difiTerent. To begin with, there was the shell, and you 
could get that off in so many different ways, either 
slicing boldly at it, as papa used to do, or giving it a 
little tap at the top and picking it off bit by bit until 
you had made a place big enough for the spoon to go 
in. And when you had got it off, there was the ex- 
citement of seeing whether there was a little delve 
at the top of the egg, with a rise in the middle of it 
just like some of the mountains in the moon. And 
even when the inside was entirely gone there was the 
shell left, and you could make a hanging basket to 
.put violets in, or wind the pith of reeds round it and 
make believe it was a bee-hive, or turn it upside 
down in the cup and get some one to think it was a 
whole one. Whereas with a poached egg, there was 
no room for imagination. When you had done it, it 
was done. 

However, if Emma had boiled the eggs this morn- 
ing, the children would not have felt in the mood 
for playing with the shells. There were so many 
other things to think about. Those three little 
pocket-books were simply delightful. First of all 
there was an almanac, telling what remarkable thing 
had happened on each day of the year, and then 
there was a gardening calendar, so that they might 
know when to sow their seeds and transplant and 
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separate roots and all that sort of thing, and a page 
full of riddles, and a list of all the places of amnse- 
ment in London, and the cab fares, and the postal 
arrangements, and a cash account, and a place to put 
down what you spent and what you received. Of 
course they all entered grandmamma's new half- 
crown the very first thing on that page ; and then, 
finding a blank page at the beginning. Toe set to 
work to write the account of Christmas morning, as 
far as it had gone. 

And all this time there was a quaint, comical 
smile upon mamma's face. What could it mean? 
Was there some little joke going on ? 

Because mamma was fond of little jokes, and 
would sometimes play tricks and prepare surprises 
for them and pretend not to know anything about it. 

" Mamma, what are you looking so pleased for ? " 
said Tip. 

" Oh ! people ought to look pleased on Christmas 
morning, and besides, I have had such a very pretty 
frame given me, and a clock, and I don't know how 
many beautiful Christmas cards." 

" Oh, no, no, mamma ! don't try to put us oflf in 
that way. You know it isn't a day of the month 
machine that makes your eyes look so. And you 
never have those little twitches at the comers of your 
mouth except when you have been playing ns a 
trick. Are you playing us a trick now, mamma ? 
Do tell us." 
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** I am not playing yon a trick at all, my dears," 
said mamma, still langhing, though there was some- 
thing very like a shine of tears in her eyes. But 
then people sometimes laugh until they cry. " I was 
only thinking what three very stupid little children 
you are, not to have found something out before 
now." 

" Found something out, mamma ? Why, what is 
there to find out ? " they all asked in a breath. 

*' I thought we had found everything out, and I 
am sure it can't be more pTesents,".said Tip, looking 
carefully round amongst the pocket-books, and the 
dolls, and the thimbles, and the book-marks, and the 
Christmas cards and all the rest of the things. And 
Toe slipped down to see if he could pick up anything 
under the table ; and Tap, who was never in a hurry 
about anything, lifted her brown eyes leisurely to 
notice if mamma had put on a new cap, or done her 
hair in a different way, or come down in a different 
dress. 

No. It was the same dark green cashmere with 
little puffs and frillings about it, that they all knew 
so well, and mamma had the same cream-coloured 
silk cap which made its appearance every morning, 
and her grey hair was done in just the same way, 
and they could not find the least difference in any- 
thing, except that she wore a pretty white Christmas 
rose, which she had gathered out of the garden as she 
came in from early service. And as Tip herself had 
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helped to fasten that Christmas rose in it could not 
be a secret at all. 

** Oh, mamma, mamma, do say what it is 1 Are 
you playing us a trick ? " 

*' No, it isn't a trick at all," said mamma, smiling 
on with still a shining of tears amongst the smiles. 
" It is only that you have not found out the best of 
the Christmas presents yet And I am sure it is 
somewhere on the table." 

So they all set to work again, looking up and 
down, and round /ibout, and still they could not find 
anything fresh anywhere. And then, you see, they 
did not know what they were looking for, which of 
course made it harder to find it. 

At last mamma gave them a little help by 
fixing her eyes very intently on the tall stand of 
fruit which was in the middle of the table. The 
children, following her eyes, spied a little bit of paper 
almost hidden under a cluster of raisins. When 
they puUed it out they found it was a letter, and an 
Indian letter too ; they could tell that by the thin, 
tough, yeUow-looking paper. 

" Is this it, mamma ? " 

Mamma nodded. 

" Christmas cards from papa," shouted Toe, getting 
up and giving ever so many flings. "But only 
think, how funny that they should just happen to 
come on Christmas Day." 

" It is not ' they,' " said mamma, smiling, " and it 



v.] THE HIDDEN LETTER. 41 

did not come on Christmas Day, Toey. It came 
nearly a week ago, but I kept it until this morning, 
because I thought it would be such a beautiful sur- 
prise for you. You can't think how very hard it was 
to keep. Tip, you can read what is inside." 

" I had rather you read it, mamma," said Tij). 

Tip said this because papa's writing was just a 
Uttle awkward to read, especially if he happened to 
be in a hurry when he was writing. I don't want to 
be in the least degree disrespectful in anything that 
I say, but* I do believe that if Tip, Tap, or Toe had 
written like that. Miss Philip would have given them 
something that was not a good mark. Papa had got 
past having marks, so it did not signify. 

" Do read it, mamma, please ? " said Tap. 

" Yes, if I can," said mamma, with a tremble at 
the comer of her mouth. 

This was the letter : — 

" Dear little Tip, Tap, and Toe. The Bishop has 
told me I may have six months' leave to come home 
and see you, and my passage is taken in the Sumatra, 
which sails from Bombay some time the end of 
ApriL So that by Tap's birthday, which is on the 
first of June, I shall most likely be with you. 
Hurrah I Three cheers for the Bishop, and no time 
for any more now from your loving papa." 



CHAPTER VI. 

POCKET-BOOKS AND PANTRY. 

So don't you think they had a merry Christmas 
after all ? 

It would be no use even beginning to tell you of 
the joy and delight of that morning and how through 
everything that was bright and pleasant, that one 
thought, brightest and pleasantest of all, kept 
shining — 

" Papa is coming home." 

In church as the children listened to the joyous 
Christmas music, and afterwards as they gathered 
round the dinner-table where the little Indian letter 
still crowned the pile of winter fruit, and at night as 
they sat by the fire to hear Aunt Caradora read the 
story of " The White Rabbit and the City of Dort," 
it seemed to them as if from time to time there came 
a sudden burst of sunshine from somewhere, flooding 
everything with light and gladness. And when they 
said to themselves "What can it be?" the words 
came singing to them like the sweetest music — 
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" Papa is coming home." 

Oh, what a Christmas Day that was ! 

But things settled themselves down after a while. 
There were the presents to arrange and the cards 
to put in their albums, and the pocket-books to 
examine. 

They were aU a little bit different, which made it 
much more interesting when they came to compare 
the occurrences whi6h were set down for each day in 
the almanac. And Tip's gardening calendar had 
more about vegetables, and Tap's had more about 
flowers, and in Toe's there were hints on the manage- 
ment of guinea-pigs and rabbits, and instructions 
about conjuring tricks. But the diary part was the 
same in each. As I said before. Toe started on the 
blank page of his, and had soon written so much that 
it boiled over into the margin and on to the next 
page, where the proper new year's entries began. 
Tip, who looked ahead more, divided her blank page 
into seven parts, that she might be able to say some- 
thing for every day of the last week of the old year ; 
but then of course she could write smaller and get 
more in. And Tap set to work to compose a piece 
of poetry to fill up her blank page. 

Then the cash account. What a sense of import- 
ance it gave them all, almost as much as if they 
had had money in the bank itself. Grandmamma's 
half-crown was put down instantly under the head 
of receipts, and so was the sixpence which they had 
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earned amongst them the week before for weeding 
the long walk. Then there was the column for dis- 
bursements. 

"What are disbursements?" said Toe to Tip. 
The three children had gone into the morning-room 
to have a little chatter amongst themselves, whilst 
the elders rested apart. 

"Disbursements are what you spend/' said Tip. 
** like when you pay a penny for sweets, you know, 
or a halfpenny for a ball of string, or anything of 
that sort We shall have to put it all down now." 

"Oh! what fun it will be. Tip. I do wish the 
shops were open to-day that we might go and buy 
something right off. I have spent something, though, 
and so have you, Tip, and you too, Tap. You know 
we each put a fourpenny-piece of our very own 
into the bag at church this morning. Isn't that a 
disbursement ? " 

"I suppose it is," said Tap. "But I'm not sure 
whether we ought to put that sort of thing down 
or not." 

" Of course we ought, if it's a proper disburse- 
ment," said Toe, looking only at the business side of 
the question. " How are we to keep our accounts 
straight if we don't ? " 

" I'm sure I don't know how we're to keep the 
accounts. Toe ; but there's something in the Bible 
about giving alms, which is the same as putting in 
the bag, you know ; and when we do it, we are not 
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to let our right hand know what our left hand does. 
That means that we are not to say anything about it. 
I don't think it would be right to put those four- 
penny-pieces down amongst the disbursements." 

Toe looked disappointed. And yet there "was 
reason in what Tap said. 

" What a bother ! And I did so want to put down 
that I had spent something. But Tap, if you're not 
to say anything about what you give to collections, 
and that sort of thing, why do they print reports and 
put down the names of the people who have given 
the money ? That's a great deal worse than letting 
your own hands know, because it's letting every- 
body else's hands know too." 

" I don't know," said Tap, with a musing ex- 
pression. "I think we'd best ask mamma. But 
I've got a feeling about it, and I sha'n't put down 
my fourpenny-piece." 

*'Then you can't keep your accounts straight," 
said Toe, triumphantly. " And I'm sure it isn't right 
not to be able to do that." 

" Yes I shall, Toe. I shall have marks to mean 
the different things, and I shall be able to under- 
stand them myself, but if anybody else happened to 
see they would not know. I suppose the real proper 
thing would be to forget about it as soon as ever it 
was done, at least unless you felt you hadn't given 
enough ; but I'm in a sort of muddle about it. What 
are you going to do, Tip ? '* 
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** rm going to ask mamma," said Tip, who never 
liked to compromise herseK by giving an opinion, 
unless she had something to back it up with. And 
there the matter ended, for just then Aunt Caradora 
came in to say she was ready to begin reading to 
them the story of " The White Eabbit and the City 
of Dort," and they soon became so much interested 
in that, that the question of disbursements retired 
into the background. 

The next very important thing that happened after 
Christmas Day was the cooking of their own 
dinner. 

This was a treat which they were allowed once 
during each holiday. I cannot tell you how much 
they looked forward to it. The morning-room was 
turned into a temporary kitchen. Emma put a piece 
of matting down over the carpet, and a cover of 
American leather on the table. Then as many sauce- 
pans, pattypans, plates, dishes, and other cooking 
utensils as might be necessary, were brought in ; the 
children put on clean garden pinafores ; mamma gave 
them as much material as would make a dinner for 
the three of them, with perhaps a little over, and 
operations began. 

Just before dinner was ready they tidied up the 
room and laid their own cloth, and then sometimes 
mamma would come in and have dinner with them, 
which made them feel very important. 

They had the cooking this time upon New Year's 
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Day, as Tip said it would be such a nice thing to 
begin the proper diary with. Mamma went into the 
pantry and store-room with them to see what would 
be best to give out for the dinner. 

First of all, they had some slices of cold beef, 
which they could hash, or mince, or fricassee, just 
as they liked ; and a little stock to make gravy of, 
and some pepper and salt, and an egg-cup full of 
Worcester sauce, and some shalots. Herbs of any 
kind they could gather from the garden for them- 
selves. Then they had some potatoes and a beet- 
root, and a few carrots and turnips, and a bit of 
celery, and a little flour to thicken their gravy. 
That was for the first part of the dinner. 

For the second part, mamma gave them corn-flour 
and milk enough to make a mould of blancmange, 
and some apples and sago, to be boiled together and 
served hot, and a cupful of sugar and some nutmeg. 
So you see there was plenty of material to work upon ; 
and then they had a small piece of cheese to finish 
up with. Dinner was to be served upon the little 
service which grandmamma had brought them from 
London, and afterwards they were to have tea out of 
the little china cups, which were grandmamma's gift 
too — such pretty little cups, white and gold, with 
blue forget-me-nots upon them. 

" Isn't it joUicorious ? " said Toe, when they had 
got the materials spread out upon the table, and a 
nice bright fire burning, and the pots and pans and 
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things all ready, " Tip, what are you going to do 
with your cold beef ? " 

" I shall hash it, and Tap means to hash hers too, 
and Emma says we must cut up the carrots and 
turnips and shalots into ever such little bits, and fry 
them, and put them in afterwards." 

"Well, I sha'n't fry mine — I mean hash it. I 
shall mince it instead, because then I can put such 
a lot of bread-crumbs to it, and that seems to make 
so much more of it. Emma says we may have as 
much bread as ever we like, only we don't waste it. 
She says it's such a sin to waste bread. I say. Tip, 
why is it more a sin to waste bread than anything 
else ? Emma says it's sure to be visited upon us 
if we do." 

"I'm sure I don't know; but don't let us talk 
about anything except dinner just now, we can settle 
about the bread afterwards. Well, then, you have 
mince, and Tap and I have hash." 

"Yes; but we can cut up all our carrots and 
things, and fry them together, and I can put my 
share into a little tureen separate. Do you agree, 
Tap ? " 

"Yes; and then we can taste each other's, and 
try which is best. Then how about the potatoes ? " 

" Fried, too," said Tip, " at any rate a few of them, 
cut into the very smallest slices, and put in amongst 
the carrots and turnips, with a dash of pepper and 
salt. That's what the cookery-book says." 



VI.] POCKET-BOOKS AND PANTRY. 49 

" And the rest boiled and mashed," suggested Toe. 
" Ohy do let us have the rest boiled and mashed, and 
then, you know, we can smooth them down and put 
a pattern all over, just like Emma does. I'll do the 
pattern, if you like." 

" Very well. Now there's only the beetroot left 
of that part of the dinner. What are we to do with 
the beetroot ? " 

'* Boil it, of course," said Tap, eager to show her 
knowledge of vegetable cooking. " There's nothing 
else that you can do with beetroot. And Tip, what- 
ever else you do, you must not stick a fork into it, 
or else all the colour will boil out, and it will be as 
white as a potato. Isn't it curious ? " 

"I don't know," said Tip, philosophically; "I 
suppose it's the nature of the thing. But we foi^got 
to ask for any vinegar to put over it after it is 
boiled, and it v«ron't taste of anything unless we 
have vinegar. Tap, will you go and ask Emma ? 
And then there is the parsley." 

" All right, ni go. But please. Tip, don't go on 
with anjiihing until I come back. I want to see 
how you do everything." 

" Very well," said Tip, " only be quick. You see, 
when you once go into the garden you always stop 
to look at the flowers." 

"But I won't this time, I promise you." And 
away went Tap, whilst Tip took a slate and pencil, 
and began to write out the order of proceedings. 

s 



CHAPTEE VII. 

THE BLANCMANGE WON'T SET. 

It was a good long ten minutes before Tap came 
back. 

" I didn't look at the flowers at all, only it was 
the parsley that took so much washing. Emma 
said we mustn't think pf using it before it was 
washed. And now everything is ready, and I have 
got the vinegar too, and where are we to start first. 
Tip?" 

" That's just what I have been considering. You 
see, it makes it rather harder not doing everything 
alike. Now, if Toe was going to have hash as 
well—" 

**Yes," pleaded Toe; "but the meat does go so 
smaU when it's frizzled up. You know mincing it 
spreads it out, and then there are the bread-crumbs. 
StDl, if you think we rrntst have it all allkfi— " 

" Not a bit, Toe ; I didn't mean that. It only 
wants us to give our minds to it a little more. You 
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must cut up your meat, first thing. There's the 
board, and a knife and fork, and you can be at one 
end of it and 1*11 be at the other, cutting up the 
carrots and shalots and things. Now then, Tap." 

" I'll pare the potatoes," said Tap, cheerfully, " and 
wash the beetroot. I shall have to go to the pump 
in the back kitchen, and it will be such fun to see 
the water sprink all over. What time are we going 
to have dinner ? *' 

"I never thought about that; suppose we say 
one. And I wonder what time it is now. Toe, just 
run into the dining-room and see, will you ? " 

Toe raced off, and was back like a flash of light- 
ning with the information that the clock was just 
upon the stroke of half-past ten. 

" Then the beetroot must go in at once," said Tip 
with decision. " Emma told me that beetroot would 
take two hours to boil it tender, if it took a moment. 
Those were bet very words. Run, Tap, and get some 
water, and set it on to boil, and then get the beet- 
root cleaned as fast as ever you can. There isn't 
a minute to spare." 

" All right, Tip ; but please leave half a carrot for 
me. It is such fun cutting it up into little pieces, 
and pretending. they are little boys and girls, and 
making them up into schools and families. And 
then you know some of them can be naughty 
and " 

"Yes, Tap; but don't stop to talk. It will be 

£ 2 
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such a pity if it isn't ready in time. And whilst 
you are doing it, I will consider about the rest of 
the things." 

Which was very necessary, as there was so much 
to cook, and such a small fire to cook it on. Tip, 
who represented the organising genius of the family, 
took her slate again. 

" Dinner at one. A quarter of an hour to lay the 
cloth. Apples and sago hot. Blancmange cold. 
Oh I then, Toe, we must make it as soon as ever 
we can, for it does take such a long time to cool." 

" But won't Tap be disappointed," said the little 
lad, who was busy chopping away at his cold meat, 
" if we start right ofif ? She wants to see everything, 
you know." 

" We can't start right off, Toe. There is the milk 
to boil, and by the time it boils she will have done 
the beetroot. dear I and we haven't got the 
water on for that beetroot. I told Tap, and she has 
forgotten. Eun, Toe, will you, and get a jugful 
— what a bother it is having so many things to 
remember ! — and a pinch of salt, too ; no we 
needn't, either, for we have salt here with the 
pepper. Well then, only the water, Toe, and as 
fast as ever you can, there's a good boy." 

Toe was a regular little Mercury for speed, when 
he did not stop to talk on the road. So they soon 
got the water on for the beetroot, and then Tip 
poured the milk into another pan. 
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" Not all of it, please/' said Toe, " we shaU want 
some for the mashed potatoes. You know we can't 
make such pretty patterns if we haven't it nice and 
smooth and soft." 

" dear ! yes, I had forgotten. What a good 
thing you reminded me ! There, take this that is 
left in the cup, and set it on the shelf on the top of 
the Latin Delectus, and then it will be safe. Now 
three lumps of sugar — mamma said three lumps of 
stigar would do — and a pinch of salt. Or ought the 
salt to go in amongst the corn-flour ? I almost think 
it ought. Yes, we'll put it in amongst the corn-flour. 
And now, whilst the milk boils, I'll consider again." 

And with a very grave face, Tip began once more — 

" Dinner at one ; a quarter of an hour to lay the 
cloth ; two hours for the beetroot, and half an hour 
for the potatoes. I wonder if half an hour would do 
them. Mamma said we might go into the kitchen 
and ask Emma, if we were not quite sure. Toe, will 
you go and bring me back word ? " 

Toe returned with the information that if there 
was water enough, and a good fire, twenty minutes 
would be enough; but imder the circumstances, 
perhaps, they had better give them half an hour. 

" Thank you. Toe. Then, when the beetroot comes 
oflf, the potatoes can go on, and when the blanc- 
mange comes off, the apple sago can go on ; and then 
the meat. Let us see what can be done about the 
meat. I am afraid we shall have to ask Emma to 
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let us cook that over the kitchen fire. You see, we 
have such a great deal to attend to here." 

" Oh, Tip, what a pity ! It won't taste half so 
nice if we can't stand over it ourselves and see it 
going on. It's the seeing it going on that seems to 
make aU the fun. There's nothing but carrots and 
frying when the apple sago comes off.'* 

" It ^s a great deal better when we can see it going 
on," said Tip, reflectively ; " only with so many 
other things to think about, I don't know how it is 
to be managed." 

And then Tip began her formula again — 

** Dinner at one ; a quarter of an hour to lay the 
cloth ; two hours for the beetroot ; blancmange cold ; 
apple sago hot. Oh, I'll tell you, Toe ! When the 
apple sago is done, we can turn it into an earthen 
pot, and keep it warm on one of the hobs, and wash 
out the pan and put your mince in ; and when your 
mince is done, we can set that off the fire too, and 
get to work upon our hash, and then all will be hot 
together whilst the frying is going on." 

" Tip, you are clever," said Toe, solemnly. " It's 
just Uke a dissected puzzle to get everything 
fitted in." 

"Yes," replied Tip, "and it's like a dissected 
puzzle for something else, too. If you once get the 
outline put together, the rest is ever so much easier. 
Now you see the big things that want a deal of cook- 
ing, are the outline ; and the shalots — " 
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But Tvhat the shalots stood for in the dissected 
puzzle, never came to light, for at that moment Tap 
returned, with the beetroot dripping, and clean, and 
shiny as a little boy just out of his bath. 

"It did take such a deal of washing," she said, 
" and it was such fun. The water has gone right over 
my pinafore, but I didn't stick a fork into it at all, 
and so it's sure to boil a lovely crimson. Shall I 
tumble it into the pot. Tip ? '* 

" N"o, not tumble it in, because the book says you 
are to lay it gently in the water. Besides, if you 
put it in with a flop, you will upset the milk/' 

"The milk! What is the milk for? Oh, Tip, 
you haven't been going on with anything, have 

you?" 

" No, not at all. We only put it on to boil, so that 
it might be ready when you came back with the 
beetroot, and then you could help us to mix it. You 
know we must fit things into each other or we shall 
never get done." 

** All right ; then shall we begin to mix now ? " 

" Yes, the sugar is in the milk, all except what we 
want for the apple sago. Mamma said she gave us 
just as much corn-flour as we should want, so it can 
all go in, and a pinch of salt, and now we must mix 
it with cold milk." 

" Oh, I say 1 " ejaculated Toe, " we haven't left any 
milk, only for the mashed potatoes. What a go ! " 

" Would water do ? " said Tap. 
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" No," said Tip, with the air of a person solving a 
difficult .problem ; "it must have milk. And the 
potatoes must have milk too. I don't know which 
wants it most, the blancmange . or the potatoes. I 
wonder if it would do to take just a spoonful or two 
out of the pan to mix it with.*' 

" No, I'm sure it wouldn't," said Tap, who having 
tumbled the beetroot in, came to join the corn-flour 
committee. " It's got to be cold. It's like starch and 
arrowroot, and that sort of thing, cold first and hot 
afterwards, until it turns all thick and sticky. 
dear ! I wonder what we ought to do about it." 

"Yes, I wonder too. And it makes one look so 
stupid to be always going and asking, when we said 
we were sure we could do it all by ourselves. It's a 
bother, that's just what it is." 

"Look here," said Toe, whose inventive genius 
was always wide awake. "Why couldn't we take 
the cold milk that's on the Latin Delectus to mix it 
up with, and put a little out of the pan to cool for 
the potatoes ? It will come to the same thing in 
the end." 

"So it wiU," said Tip. "Thank you. Toe, for 
thinking about it. And now we'll start. Here's the 
basin. Now Tap, you put in the corn-flour and a 
pinch of salt; and Toe, you pour in the Latin 
Delectus milk, and I'll stir. You see it's all coming 
beautifully proper. But it is hard to stir." 

" That shows it's all right," said Toe. " It's just 
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like making images, the stuff's dreadfully hard to 
stir, and it sinks down to the bottom like anything 
if you don't keep on at it. I watched old Giacomo 
making one once, and it's going on as right as 
can be." 

But something else was not going on as right as 
could be, for whilst the children were busy admiring 
the beautiful consistency of the corn-flour, the milk, 
which felt itself neglected, had taken the opportunity 
of boiling over, and was exhibiting itself now in a 
snowy foam all down the sides of the pan, "like 
anything," as Toe said. 

The children rushed to the rescue. Tip lifted it 
off. All three blew upon it with might and main, 
and by degrees it quieted down, but not until pitiful 
signs of diminution were only too evident. 

"And we never took any out for the mashed 
potatoes," said Toe, with a hopeless sigh. "They 
must do without any now. It w a bother. Tip, do 
you think we might mix it with water and make more 
of it in that way ? " 

Toe said this with becoming reserve, as a timid 
mistress might hint at a trifle of dripping being put 
into the pastry by way of economising the butter. 
And Tip, like the cook under such circumstances, 
made a stand. 

" For blancmange. Toe ! water for blancmange ! 
"Why it would be horribly mean. JSTo, we must have 
milk for the blancmange, whatever else we don't have 
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it for. I shouldn't a bit wonder, though, if just a 
little of the stock Emma gave us wouldn't do for the 
potatoes, and then you see we haven't lost more milk 
than we should have taken out for them, so that it 
comes round to the same thing. Shall we do the 
potatoes with stock, and use all the milk for the 
blancmange ? " 

A general shout of acquiescence hailed this happy 
thought. Tip was such a tower of strength where 
domestic economy was concerned. 

" Delightful, Tip ! You're no end of a contriver. 
We shall be just as well off now as if it hadn't boiled 
over at all. But we must give the stufP another stir, 
it's all settled down to the bottom as hard as hard can 
be, just like the plaster of Paris. I wonder if we 
could make an image of it, if we tried." 

" Corn-flour is too expensive to make images of," 
said Tip, sententiously. ''It costs eightpence a 
pound. I saw it down in the grocer's list. But do 
let us get on. Tap, pour the milk over it very gently, 
and then you will see how splendidly it thickens. 
Oh ! but I had forgotten the mould, we ought to have 
had that ready. Toe, go and fetch the lion, will you ? 
Mamma said we might have that, and pour some 
cold water into him, and shake it right down to the 
tips of his ears, and then let it all go out again,, 
except a drop or two. Emma says the stuff comes 
out better if you leave a drop or two of water 
in the mould." 
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" Yes. But wait about the pouring until I come 
back. I do want to see it thicken so badly," 

" All right. Only go and get back as fast as you 
can. 

Which Toe did, and then the mixing began. Tap 
poured, and Tip stirred, and Toe watched, but the 
corn-flour did not thicken a bit. 

" You have to stir a good while, you know," said 
Tip, encouragingly. And she did stir a good while, 
but not to the very slightest purpose ; and then Tap 
stirred with the same result, and so did Toe, and the 
case began to assume a serious aspect. 

" What can be the reason ? " said Tip. 

" Perhaps there was too much milk," said Toe. 

" No," said Tip. " If the milk had anything at all 
to do with it, there was too little." 

" Doesn't it say something in the book," suggested 
Tap, " about returning it to the pan ? That means 
putting it back again, I suppose. Shall we try ? " 

" No, it has to thicken first. It ought to thicken 
as you stir it round. It always does when Emma 
makes it. I wonder if we missed anything out. 
Corn-flour, salt, sugar, milk ; I said it all over on 
my fingers ever so many times, to be quite sure. 
And then when it thickened you were to return it to 
the pan." 

"I believe it's not returning it to the pan that 
has made the difference," said conscientious Tap. 
" Anyhow, it's a bother." 
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" Suppose we pour it into the mould just as it is," 
Toe proposed, auxious to get to the end of the 
business somehow. " You know when you make an 
image, you pour it in soft and milky like that, and 
give it a shake round, and it comes out hard and 
stiff next morning." 

" Yes, but you have to oil it first, and oil would 
not be nice for blancmange, and we want it at one 
o'clock, instead of to-morrow morning, and we 
couldn't eat it if it did come out hard. We want 
it to be blancmange, not an image. dear! 
what a muddle we are getting into, and the 
apple sago to do yet, and the mince and the 
vegetables not cut up, and it's ever so much 
past eleven." 

"Yes, and the potatoes to wash too,*' said Tap, 
" and the hash and the gravy to get ready, and the 
apples to pare. Isn't it thickening the least little 
bit, Tip ? " 

"Not the very least," replied Tip, stirring away 
with melancholy persistence, "I believe it gets 
thinner instead." 

" That's horrible," said Toe. " What is to be done ? 
Shall we give it to Nelly, and do with nothing but 
apple sago ? " 

" No, it would be waste, and waste is a sin — ^Emma 
says so. We must have it for dinner, somehow. Let's 
ask mamma. She won't laugh." 
Tap said this desperately. 
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" I hate asking," said Tip, " when we said we could 
do it all ourselves." 

" ra go, if you like," said Toe. 

" And 111 go with you," said Tap. " We sha'n't 
feel so bad if there are two of us." 

"And 1*11 keep on stirring," said Tip. "It may 
come right with patience, after all." 



CHAPTER VIIL 

DINNER AT LAST. 

Toe went, not dancing at all this time, like the 
little man in front of the donkey on the title-page 
of Punch, nor even with half so much spirit as 
he had felt, when, only a little before, he had gone 
into the kitchen for advice about the boiling of 
the potatoes. 

Mamma was writing her Indian letter. 

" Please," said Toe, standing in the doorway, his 
feet planted firmly apart, his arms, a^kimba^ an 
expression of injured perseverance upon his face, 
perseverance which had done its utmost, and had 
therefore no right to be treated so shabbily, " please, 
mamma, it won't thicken a bit, not even the least 
little bit, though Tip, and Tap, and I, have all been 
stirring it like, like, like — llazes ! " 

" Toe ! " 

" Well, mamma, I'm sure t don't know what else 
to say. One's got to say something hard when it's so 
tiresome. like, like anything, then." 
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" What is it that won't thicken ? " said mamma 
smiling, but with her face over the paper so that Toe 
might not see. 

"The plaster of Paris, mamma — I mean the 
blancmange. Oh ! vrUl you come and see what is the 
matter with it? Will you? Because there's the 
mince, and the hash, and the carrots, and the 
potatoes, and all the rest of the things, and we are 
getting into such a muddle ; and Tap says she is sure 
it is because we haven't returned it to the pan, and 
Tip says it hasn't to go back to the pan until it 
thickens, and so we don't know what to do. And if 
you wouldn't mind just coming for a minute. Of 
course we'd a great deal rather have done without 
you, if we could." 

" All right, my boy," said mamma, breaking off in 
the middle of a paragraph about one of papa's Advent 
sermons, an account of which he had given her in his 
last letter, and going cheerfully to the relief of the 
three little cooks, Toe dancing oli in front now with 
a certain chastened delight, because, though it was 
humiliating to have broken down so completely, still 
everything would be sure to come right now-that they 
had mamma to help them. Kext to being able to do 
without any one at all, was the satisfaction of getting 
such a good helper when the smash did come. 

Arrived upon the scene of action, they found Tip 
disconsolately persistent at her post of duty, stirring 
with the utmost regularity, though nothing in the 
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world came of it ; and the carrots, herbs, potatoes, 
shalots, mince, and apples, were all lying about, 
waiting to be gone on with, for Tap was far too 
much interested in the obstinate milky mess to do 
anything else but stand by Tip's side and watch it. 

" Oh, mamma, we are in such a fix 1 Nothing but 
the beetroot is going on at all, and we don't know 
what to do. And it is getting so dreadfully near 
dinner time." 

'* Are you sure you mixed it with cold milk ? *' 

" Yes, quite sure, mamma ; and with a little salt, 
just as you told us, and then poured the hot milk 
over it, all proper." 

"Yes indeed, mamma, quite proper," said Tap. 
"The only thing I can think of is that we 
haven't returned it to the pan, as it says in the 
book. Only Tip thinks it ought to thicken first." 

Mamma came and gave it a stir. It certainly 
was a pasty, unpromising-looking mixture, not 
in the least like anything that intended to be 
blancmange. 

" And you are sure the milk boiled ? " 

" yes, quite sure, mamma. There could not 
be any mistake about that, because it boiled over 
and went all down the sides of the pan." 

" Yes, but how long was that before you poured 
it out?" 

" Well, it might perhaps be rather a good while, 
because, just when we were ready to begin, we 
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remembered that we hadn't put any water into the 
lion, and we had to stop and do that, and be quite 
sure it went right down into the tips of his ears> and 
by the time we got him proper " 

" By the . time you got him proper, . the milk had 
been cooling for about five minutes, which of course 
makes all the difference. Never mind, we will see 
what can be done. We will try boiling it up 
again, though I am afraid it will not turn out 
quite so nicely as if it had gone on all right from 
the beginning. Toe, run intx) the garden and fetch 
me a bay leaf or two. That will help to give it 
a flavour." 

Off went Toe, presently returning with bay leaves 
enough to have flavoured a blancmange elephant. 
Two of these were put into the corn-flour, and then 
the corn-flour, to Tap's great relief, was returned to 
the pan, where it was gently stirred over the fire by 
mamma herself^ and soon showed unmistakable signs 
of thickening. Indeed it thickened almost too much 
when it began to thicken at all, to, make up, Tip 
said, for the trouble it had been giving them for 
the last hour. 

"Hurrah! we've beaten it at last," cried Toe, 
throwing up his cap, and very nearly letting it fall 
into the blancmange, which was now poured into 
the mould. "We all of us thought it would beat 
us, but it hasn't." 

"It will beat you yet^" said mamma, "if you treat 

F 
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it in that way. Tip, carry it into the pantry before 
anything happens to it. When it is turned out, I 
will give you some preserve to lay round it, and a 
little pink sugar to sprinkle over the top, and then it 
will make quite a pretty dish. And now it is nearly 
twelve o'clock, so ask Emma to wash the pan for you, 
and then all of you set to work to pare the apples ; 
and when you have got them put in with water and 
sago and sugar and a little nutmeg, then, Tap, you 
chop the herbs, and Toe, you finish your mince, 
whilst Tip gets the slices of meat and the vegetables 
ready. When you have finished your mince, Toe, 
go and pare the potatoes, and then I think every- 
thing will be in trim for one o'clock, and when dinner 
is ready I will come and dine with you." 

^Oh, mamma, mamma, what fun! It vrUl be 
jolly ! '• 

And mamma had to jump up on the nearest chair 
to keep herself from being embraced by three rather 
greasy little pinafores. 

"It will be ever so much more fun having you 
come. And thank you very, very much for helpiiig 
us with the blancmange, and putting us straight 
when we had got into such a muddle. We will 
come and tell you when we have got everything 
ready." 

The children returned to their work with fresh 
delight. After mamma's visit, everything was plain 
sailing. The apples and sago were soon put into 
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the pan, and then they took care of themselves. The 
beetroot was taking care of itself too, wanting nothing 
but letting alone, so that they could give their un- 
divided attention to the meat. Toe cut his up very 
small, and crumbled some bread into it, and his share 
of herbs and sauce, and some of the stock, which 
mamma had given them for gravy, mixed with a little 
water, and when it was all stirred together in the 
pan, it looked exactly like real mince. Then he went 
off to wash the potatoes, and when they were done, 
there was nothing else left for him. 

" It is so stupid doing nothing. Tip, won't you let 
me help to chop the carrots/' 

" NTo, thank you, Toe, IVe very nearly got them 
done. Suppose you were to write out a bill of fare. 
You know papa said they used to have one every day 
on board the steamer when he came home, and I've 
got one of them in my desk still that you might copy 
from. It would make it seem ever so much more 
like a real proper dinner. Bun and ask mamma for 
a plain card, only be sure you don't say what you 
are going to do. It will be such fun." 

Toe came back with the card, and Tip having 
found the Sumatra copy, he was soon busy writing 
out a bill of fare, whilst the mince bubbled and the 
hash frizzled and sent out a savoury smell delight- 
fully like grown-up dinner. 

" Now," said Tip to her sister at last, " I do think 
everythmg is nearly done. We will get the things 
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cleared away, and then you and Toe lay the cloth for 
dinner, whilst I attend to the frying. You know it 
is just at the last that the cook is most wanted, so 
that things may come up hot and nice/' 

That was reasonable enough. They all three 
carried out the pots and pans that were done with. 
Esther gave them a clean cloth, and Tap and Toe set 
to work upon the table, which they soon made very 
pretty indeed, only giving an occasional dart into the 
pantry to see how the blancmange was going on. 

" It's setting beautifully. Tip. You can press your 
finger on it quite hard, and it doesn't sink in a 
bit. And who's going to wait at table ? " 

" Oh, let me / " said Toe, " because I can jump up 
so much more easily than you, not having any 
petticoats and things, and then you know it's more 
proper to have a man waiter." 

" All right," said Tip. " Then if you are waiter, 
we wiU wash up, and we can all join at putting 
away. You must give your mince a stir now. Toe, 
and draw it to one side, because I want the fire 
for the frying." 

*' Oh ! has frying time begun ? " said Tap. " Then 
you must get ill-tempered; people always get ill- 
tempered when they have things to fry, because it's 
so hot standing over the fire, and their faces get 
red, and if you think you want to talk to them 
you'd better don't. That's what the story-books 
say. Oh I isn't it fun ? I do wish we could go 
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on cooking onr own dinner every day, don't 
you, Toe?" 

" Yes> I do," said Toe, emphatically. 

And they all thought it was better fun still 
when by and by mamma came to the door. 

" Oh, mamma, please go away ! We haven't got 
everything quite ready yet." 

" All right, I know it is not dinner time. I only 
came to say that I have put a little fruit for you in 
the pantry, so you can arrange dessert, and that will 
help to fill up your table." 

And mamma went away before they had time to 
rush out and kiss her; though Tip, being busy 
with the frying of the carrots and potatoes, could 
not have done it anyhow, for they did require 
such a great deal of attention to keep them from 
sticking to the bottom of the pan. 

Tap and Toe darted into the pantry, and returned 
in triumph carrying four oranges, as many apples, a 
handful of walnuts, and some dates, altogether enough 
to make quite a display when they were set out upon 
the little china plates which papa had sent from 
India. And there was a japonica in bloom upon the 
garden wall, from which Tap, who always did the 
decorations, plucked a few rosy flowers to put 
amongst the holly. 

"Now if we could only manage to raise that 
centre-dish a little bit higher," said Tip, who, spoon 
in hand, standing over the fire with rather a hot face. 
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but not at all a hot temper, could only turn lound 
now and then to give a word of advice whilst the 
vegetables were frying, " if we could only raise that 
centre-dish a little, it wovM look so pretty. You 
see, not having a cruet-stand or an epergne, things 
are rather flat. But I don't know how we could 
do it. " 

" I have an idea," shouted Toe, and oflf he went 
into the kitchen, returning with an empty potted 
meat tin. This he rolled round with pink tissue 
paper, and surrounded it with ivy - leaves, and 
then the dish of oranges was placed upon it, and 
the table, as Tip said, " looked quite a different 
thing." 

"You are contriverous. Toe. It's a real grand 
centre ornament. And now. Tap, will you go and 
turn out the blancmange; and Toe, you fetch 
mamma, and I will dish up the first course." 

Mamma did not come in too much of a hurry, 
because upon inquiry she found that dinner was not 
actually upon the table, and she thought it might be 
rather embarrassing to the hosts if she made her 
appearance whilst things were being brought in from 
different directions. So she slipped up stairs, and put 
on a scarlet shawl, and a cap with a flower in it, and 
took a fan and a laced pocket-hankerchief ; and by 
the time she arrived at the door of the morning room, 
leaning upon Toe's arm. Tip and Tap were ready to 
receive her in due form. 
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This was the bill of fare which mamma found 
lying upon her dinner napkin : — 

FmsT Course. 
Sonp— Hayen't got auy. 

Second Coubsb. 
Fish — HaTen't got any, either. 

Thibd Cotjesb. 

Mince and hash. 
Fried vegetables. 
Mashed potatoes. 

Sweets. 
Apple sago, and blancmange with preserve. 

OHEESE. 

Dessebt. 
Apples, Oranges, Dates, and Walnuts. 

"WllfES. 

Haven't got any. 

Mamma said it was a very nice little dinner 
indeed. She tasted everything. The blancmange 
was just rather too hard, but that was because they 
had lost so much of their milk. The mince and 
the hash and the mashed potatoes were aU right, 
though perhaps some people might have said the 
pepper and salt had been put in too liberally. The 
beetroot was simply beautiful, not a bit of the colour 
having boiled out ; and the apple sago was every- 
thing that could be desired, especially when people 
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brought a good appetite to it, as Tip, Tap, and Toe 
did to that and everything else upon the table. 

You may be sure that at night, when the children 
came to write the story of the day in their little 
pocket-books, the blank space set apart for it was a 
very great deal too small. Indeed the writing boiled 
over on the top and down both sides, as much as ever 
the milk had done whilst they had been so busy 
getting the water down to the very tips of that tin 
lion's ears for the blancmange. 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE MUSEUM. 

The next very important event — ^though of course 
many things happened in between — was a visit 
which Tap and Toe made with their mamma to a 
lady who lived near Sherwood forest. 

Tip stayed at home to keep grandmamma company. 
She had had her treat a little time before, by going 
to see Aunt Alexia and Cousin Hilda at Wallingham. 
What she saw and did there might make a book 
aU by itself, but in this story I am only telling 
what was actually done at HoUybury. 

This lady had four children. Two of them were 
rather older than Tap, two rather younger. The two 
elder ones were named EUerton and Maudie, the two 
younger ones Bosie and Donnie. They were all 
very fond of natural history. And one room in the 
house, opening out of the nursery, was fitted as a 
museum. 

There were cabinets in it, with drawers full of 
shells, English and foreign; eggs and butterflies, 
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which the children had themselves collected. There 
were cases of stuffed birds and animals^ and drawers 
foil of coinSj and other drawers with Indian, Chinese, 
and North American curiosities. Ellerton, the 
eldest boy, had made a catalogue of everything, 
and numbered the different specimens to correspond 
with the catalogue, so that it was quite like a real 
museum, except that you had not to pay anything 
for going in. 

Toe was wonderfully pleased. He thought how 
delightful it would be if they could have something 
like that at HoUybury. Not of course nearly so 
complete as the Park House one, because that had 
cost a great deal of money, and had been going on 
for many years, Ellerton's father having gathered 
things up for it out of every place which he had 
visited ; but still they might begin, he and Tip and 
Tap, in a quiet way, and perhaps by and by they 
might get something worth looking at. 

Ellerton was very glad when Toe confided to him 
what he had been thinking about He was so in- 
terested in anything connected with natural history, 
and the Park House museum was such a constant 
source of delight to him, that he was glad to hear of 
any one else having the same tastes, and was ready 
to do all in his power to help. He gave Toe the whole 
history of how they had begun to make their collec- 
tion. He explained to him how they took the butter- 
flies, not by sticking pins through them, but by 
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patting them into a wide-mouthed bottle containing 
a preparation which stupefied and killed them without 
any pain at all ; and then how they spread them upon 
a setting-board, and afterwards arranged them in glass 
cases, with the name and place where it was found 
written underneath each specimen. And then about 
the birds' eggs, how they never took more than two 
out of a nest, so that the mother bird went on sitting 
and hatching without finding that any were gone. 
Nests, except after the birds had deserted them, they 
never took at all, Ellerton said you could find plenty 
of them in autumn and winter time, if you only had 
patience to wait until then ; and there was far more 
pleasure in looking at them afterwards if you felt you 
had not robbed any poor little bird of its home. 

He gave Toe a few very pretty specimens of 
English moths and butterflies to start with, and 
he gave him also a catalogue of all sorts of things 
which could be obtained from the naturalists, 
Messrs. Watkins and Doncaster, 36, Strand, London. 
From them too, he said, if Toe and his sisters only 
had money enough to pay for such things, they could 
get the most delightful little cabinets, with drawers 
divided into partitions for birds' eggs; and coin 
cabinets lined with velvet, and butterfly cases with 
glass tops and a lining of cork, so that you could 
fasten the pins in easily, and a hook to hang them 
up against the wall. And as for the birds' eggs 
themselves, they had only to look through the list. 
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and there they all were, from a penny up to twenty- 
five shillings each. 

So after a very happy week at Park House — such 
a week as Tap and Toe had scarcely ever had in their 
lives before, the children came home, full of the 
thought of establishing a museum at Hollybury. 
Mamma was quite ready to help them, and Tip 
was delighted. 

Tip was very fond of one branch of natural his- 
tory, namely, plants and flowers. She knew the 
names of a great many wild flowers, and had quite 
a nice little collection which she had pressed and 
arranged in a blank book with their names neatly 
written underneath. But she knew nothing at all 
about birds' eggs and butterflies, nor did she know 
the birds yet, as Ellerton did, by their song or their 
flight ; so there was a fine field of observation open 
to her. She did know more than Ellerton though, 
and so did Tap and Toe, about Indian things, because 
they had so many which papa had brought or sent 
home. Indeed, mamma said that when the museum 
really was established, they ought to have an Indian 
section, after the fashion of the Kensington Science 
and Art Department, for there would be so many 
pretty things to put into it — metal work, pottery, 
wood-carving, dried ferns, grasses, flowers, and all 
sorts of little curiosities. 

But one must begin with one's own country first, 
and with the butterflies of that country, as Ellerton 
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had started them with snch a pretty collection, which 
would soon spoil unless the specimens were preserved 
in a proper case. 

That case must be bought from Messrs. Watkins 
and Doncaster. The cheapest kind, stained to imitate 
mahogany, with glass front, cork lining, and a hook 
to hang it up by, was four-and-sixpence, rather a 
large sum for three children who had only twopence 
a week each ; who had, moreover, been impoverished 
not so very long before by Christmas presents, and 
who never forgot to remember the birthdays all 
round. 

However, mamma, who took very kindly to the 
museum project, came to the rescue. Tip, Tap, 
and Toe could* manage two shillings amongst 
them, and mamma promised the other half-crown 
out of her own pocket That settled the matter 
of the butterfly case. But then they must have 
appliances for collecting their own butterflies when 
the fine weather came. That meant a net, a 
killing bottle, a spreading board, and some setting 
pins. Tip might perhaps manage the net with 
muslin, strong whalebone, and a walking-stick for 
a handle ; but the other necessaries could only be 
bought, and how ? Then eggs. They must have 
some birds' eggs, at any rate some of the commoner 
sorts at a penny and twopence each, and that meant 
having a cabinet to put them in. And a cabinet cost 
twelve-and-sixpence — a proper one, with divisions 



78 WHEN PAPA COMES HOME. [chap. 

for eggs. Clearly the cabinet could not be thought 
of at present, but the other things might possibly 
come to pass, if only a little money could be earned. 

And mamma came to the rescue again. The 
long walk wanted weeding, and so did the radish 
and lettuce beds, and the plot of ground where the 
beetroot was going to be sown wanted diggiug« 
Mamma said that if aU. this was done within one 
week, wind and weather of course permitting, she 
would give the children a shilling each. She named 
the time, because she wanted them to keep at their 
work when they had once begun it. 

Three shillings. That would buy a killing bottle, 
a spreading board, and a few pins. If they bought 
one of the smallest bottles, there might be a little 
something over for birds' eggs. 

It was delightful. Tou may be sure the children 
did not let the grass grow under their feet, neither 
grass of idleness nor grass of the long walk. They 
rose up an hour earlier than usual next morning, and 
when mamma turned out to have her little airing before 
breakfast, there was Toe, in his brown hoUand blouse, 
digging away like a regular little day-labourer at the 
beetroot bed, whilst Tip and Tap, each with a bit of 
carpet to kneel upon, and an old knife to work with, 
had already cleared a good large space of the long 
walk. If matters went on at this rate, the shilling 
would be earned long before the week was out. 

That day was Wednesday, a half-holiday, and so 
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in the afternoon the children were all at work again, 
and by the end of the day nearly half the appointed 
task was accomplished. 

**May we have the money as soon as we have 
done the work ? " said Toe, striking his spade into 
the ground and wiping the perspiration off his 
forehead, and surveying his work with the air 
of an experienced gardener. 

" Certainly," said his mamma, "and the sooner the 
better, so long as the work is well done." 

Whereupon Toe attacked the clods again manfuUy. 
That order for butterfly case, killing bottle, spreading 
board, setting pins, and birds' eggs should be sent 
to Messrs. Watkins and Doncaster to-morrow at 
the very latest, and then they would have the things 
by Saturday, the next half-holiday. It would be 
too bad to have them come on a full lesson day, 
when there would be no time to look at them and 
enjoy them. 

Next morning was bright and sunny; time for 
two good hours of work before half-past eight o'clock 
breakfast. Tip, Tap, and Toe determined, when they 
went to bed, that nothing should prevent them turn- 
ing out of bed at six, and getting through the rough 
part of the work before brealdast time. And they 
had asked Esther to call them when she went down 
stairs, and to be quite sure, too, that they really 
did wake — not just to knock at the doors and then 
pass on, but to push them^ and pinch them, and 
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pull at them, and even to squeeze a wet sponge 
into their faces if they would not wake up on any 
less provocation. 

The knock did for Toe. Tip needed a pinch besides, 
and Tap got a mouthful of wet sponge before she 
could be persuaded to open her eyes. 

Toe, in his own little room, aU to himself, stretched 
his arms and legs, and wondered what made them , 
feel so stiff. He did not feel a bit disposed to stir. 
There would be a good hour for work after morning 
lessons if they made haste home from school. And 
besides, mamma had said it was a pity to be too 
eager at first. People often did not get on so well 
when they started in such a hurry. It was best to 
begin steadily and go on steadily. 

Of course what mamma said must be best. Just 
at first, when she said it, they did aU feel a little bit 
disappointed ; but now, next morning, with stiff arms 
and legs, and eyes that did not a bit want to keep 
open, it seemed the very best advice in the world. 
They would be able to do more work in that hour 
before dinner if they did not tire themselves by 
starting so unreasonably early. 

But Toe had promised to go and see if Tip and 
Tap were getting up, and he would do it, even though 
he should be so very glad if they were not. So he 
stretched himself and turned out into the landing, 
and then stretched himself again, and gave a very 
sleepy tumble against the door of Tip's room. 
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" I promised I would see if you were both of you 
getting up, and I've come," he said. 

" Thank you very much indeed," replied Tip, in a 
voice which did not at all express gratitude for being 
so faithfully looked after. From Tap there came no 
reply at aU. In fact she was fast asleep again. Toe 
was secretly pleased that Tip's voice did not sound 
like wanting to get up. 

" Are you stiflF, Tip ? " he asked. 

*' I should think I am," said Tip, in a voice which 
sounded very much more from under the blankets 
than it had done at first. " Are you t " 

" Oh I rather. I'm just as if I was made of wood 
all over. I say. Tip, don't you think if we went 
back again to bed and rested, we should be more 
fit to work away when we come from school before 
dinner ? " 

"Yes, ever so much," said Tip, cheerfully. " And 
you know mamma said it was better not to be in 
too much of a bustle at first." 

The last words came in a muffled sort of tone. 
Tip was evidently going farther and farther down 
under the blankets as she said them. 

" I think I'll go back to bed," said Toe, after a 
little pause. 

This time there was no answer. Tip was asleep 
again, not a doubt of it. 

Toe went back to his own room in an undecided 
frame of mind. He had got out of bed once, and 

o 
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that was like half the battle. And then tiie sun was 
shining brightly, and the birds 'were singing, and 
eveiything did look very pleasant outside. But 
then, things were pleasant inside too, especially his 
warm, comfortable bed. Besides, it would not be 
quite honourable to turn out and start work when 
he had given Tip to understand he meant to stay 
in bed, because they had decided they would all 
do alike. 

That thought decided Toe. Back he trundled into 
bed, and was snoring as comfortably as could be, 
when, an hour and a half later, Esther, who had 
heard nothing of them down stairs, came to call 
them a second time. 



CHAPTEE X. 

WEEDING THB LONG WALK. 

Tip, Tap, and Toe had kssons together with four 
othei little children about their own age. They were 
taught by a lady named Miss Philip. They had no 
other sdiool companions, and they never wanted any, 
because the seven of them were quite enough for a 
good gam.e of play out of lesson time. They had so 
many interests in common that they seemed almost 
like one family. They read the same books, they did 
the same exercises, they learned the same tunes, they 
had very much the same lilies and dislikes^ and they 
had the same treats, always spending their birthdays 
with each other, and having little picnics and walks 
all together under Miss Philip's care. 

There were three little girls and a little boy of 
the Laurel Bank family — Daisy, Pansie, Maisie, and 
Laddie, besides a big brother who was at a public 
school. When Maisie and Laddie heard of the way 
the Hollybury children were earning money for the 
museum, they thought they might earn some too, 
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not for a museum, but for an orphanage in which 
they were very much interested, and at which a little 
boy was supported by their mamma. They were to 
have a shilling each when they had weeded a certain 
portion of the Laurel Bank garden, and the two shil- 
lings thus earned were to go towards buying a new 
suit of clothes for little Tommy Turner. Daisy 
and Pansie were making him a shirt Maisie and 
Laddie were hemming pocket-handkerchiefs for him. 

You may be sure they compared notes as often 
as they could about the weeding that was done. 
When they went to lessons that morning they found 
that Maisie had been up early and had got ever 
such a great patch cleared, even though she had felt 
dreadfully stiff when she began. She said the 
stiffness got better as soon as she started work, 
and her mamma had told her that perhaps next 
morning she would not feel it at aU. 

That made Tip, Tap, and Toe feel rather small, 
because Maisie was younger than any of them. It 
would have been better, after all, if they had turned 
out and set to work. However, they would make 
up for it when school was over ; and, stiffness or 
no stiffness, next morning should see them out in 
the garden by six o'clock at the very latest. 

But before lessons were over the rain began to 
come down in a steady, persistent sort of way, 
which said as plainly as could be that it meant to 
keep on. That was bad for the digging, though 



X.] WEEDING THE LONG WALK. 85 

it might be good in the end for the weeding, 
which could be done more quickly when the ground 
was moist. And Tip, who, being the eldest, felt 
she had a sort of responsibility in that affair of not 
getting up, said that if Toe would help them with 
their weeding as soon as the rain cleared off, they 
would help him with his beetroot-bed as soon as 
the ground was in a proper state for digging; so 
that after all, perhaps, they would not lose much. 
It could not rain all day, and there would be a 
good hour and a half for them in the evening. 

But it did rain all day, morning, afternoon, and 
evening too, and when the children went to bed at 
night not so much as a farthing had been earned 
towards the killing bottle and the spreading board. 

"It's a judgment upon us," said conscientious 
Tap. **The rain has come just because we didn't 
deny ourselves and get up. And I know I'm 
the worst of the three, because I didn't take any 
trouble to wake at all." 

"Nonsense," said Toe, who looked at things 
from a practical point of view. " You may depend 
upon it the clouds had got ready for raining long 
before we had made up our minds whether we 
would get up or not, and so that couldn't make 
any difference. Emma said there was a cap on 
the hill in the morning, and that always means wet." 

"But it might be allowed to come quicker," 
urged Tap. 
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''Things don't get allowed to come quicker in 
that way. They do what they've got to do, and 
do it in the proper time, whether we get up or 
not. And look here, Tap, Maisie and Laddie 
did get up to do their weeding, and so the rain 
ought to have kept off Laurel Bank and only come 
down here. They've got punished for doing right, 
and that's a poor sort of way." 

Tap could not say anything in reply to that. 
And yet somehow she felt that Maisie and Laddie 
had had a good deal the best of it. 

And so they had. For when the rain came 
down in that provoking way, instead of being dis- 
heartened by it, they felt so glad that they had 
taken hold of the bright end of the day and got a 
couple of hours of good work out of it ; whereas 
Tip, Tap, and Toe had a kind of dreary, uncom- 
fortable feeling which they could not quite explain, 
but which took every bit of satisfaction out of 
their day. They could only quiet themselves by 
determining that nothing but a downright steady 
and persistent rain should prevent them from being 
at work in the garden next morning by six o'clock. 

And so they were. And though the beetroot 
patch could not be dug on account of the wet, they 
all three worked at the long walk instead, and by 
breakfast time that was cleared. Their little con- 
sciences were cleared too, which was better still. 
They came to their porridge with eyes as bright 
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as the mamisg, and with smiles \vhich had won 
their sunshine from three of the happiest little 
hearts in the world. 

But Friday was not a half-holiday, and worse 
still, that was the one day in the week on which 
there were lessons to be learned in the evening. 
Small chance of writing to London that day, and 
getting the things sent off by the afternoon train 
next day, unless — 

And a bright thought struck Toe. 

Unless mamma would give them the money a 
little in advance, seeing that the work was really 
in a fair way for being accomplished. People did 
sometimes get wages in advance when it was for 
anything very particular. 

" Do you think we might ask ? " he suggested to 
Tip. ^It does seem such a terrible long time to 
have to wait all over Sunday." 

Tip looked doubtful 

" You see. Toe, we were lazy yesterday, there's no 
doubt about that, though I don't believe the rain 
came as a judgment. I shouldn't have minded ask- 
ing if we had been doing all that we possibly could 
to help ourselves \ but mamma will be sure to say 
something about yesterday morning, and I shouldn't 
like to be reminded of it." 

" And I shouldn't either," said Toe, " It makes 
me feel no end of a donkey, even to think about it 
on my own account. I'll never do it again even if 
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I'm as stiff as a post. But Tip, if we could write 
to-night. Don't you think we might ask just for 
once ? " 

" I don't think I will, Toe ; you can do as you 
like.'" 

Toe walked sadly away, but he was so very 
anxious to get the letter written that night, and 
Tap, who believed in special interpositions as weU as 
special judgments, gave it as her opinion that they 
might venture, and the end of it was that they went 
to mamma, who was busy trimming her ferns in the 
greenhouse, and asked if they might have the money 
that day in order to get a post-office order and write 
to Messrs. Watkins and Doncaster at once. 

"Because, mamma, we will recdly work ever so 
hard. You need not be a bit afraid of our not 
finishing it by to-morrow, at any rate. You see, 
I should have got my digging all done now if 
it had not been for that bothering rain, but I'm 
helping Tip and Tap, and then they're going to 
help me when the ground is dry, so it wiU be all 
right, it really will, mamma." 

Mamma smiled, but there was a very decided 
"no" in her eyes. She did not say anything, as 
Tap feared she would, about their not getting up in 
the morning ; indeed, instead of saying anything 
about that, she said she thought they had been 
very industrious indeed, and had got on wonderfully 
well with their work. 
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" But you must not," she said, kissing them both 
to show that she was not in the least offended at 
being asked for the money, " you must not get into 
the way of spending so much as even a penny before 
you have fairly and honourably earned it. It is the 
beginning of what will cost you ever so much 
trouble if you give way to it. In the first place, it 
isn't according to the agreement you made at first, 
and then it puts you under an obligation and takes 
away your independence, and makes you not have 
half so much pleasure in your work. So take' your 
money when it is your own, but not a minute before. 
That is my advice, and I hope you will live long 
enough to thank me for if 

*' Oh, mamma ! " 

Mamma laughed 

" Yes, I thought that would come. And I am 
really very sorry for you, and I should like very 
much to give you the three shillings if I felt that you 
would be happier for it. But trust me when I tell 
you that the work would be a drag to you afterwards, 
and I don't believe you would respect either your- 
selves or me half so much. So now run away, and 
don't say ' Oh, mamma ! ' any more, for it won't be 
a bit of use." 



CHAPTEE XL 

THE FOOD SECTION. 

Toe knew that well enough without being told. 
The "Oh, mammal" uttered in a pleading way, 
might be used sometimes as a sort of safety-valve 
for letting ofiF the superfluous steam of disappoint- 
ment, but it never made any diflference to mamma's 
opinions or mamma's actions. However hard it 
seemed, they had to take for granted that she 
was right. 

And she was right about the weeding. The 
children worked away with a hearty good will. By 
Saturday night the long walk, the lettuce beds, and 
the beetroot patch were done ; the money was paid, 
and the letter written to London, though it could not 
be sent until Monday, because of the post-office 
order which had to be enclosed. 

On Wednesday the things arrived, I do believe 
that Messrs. Watkins and Doncaster have a real 
sympathy with little boys and girls who are making 
museums, for they never delay in sending anything, 
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and they write such nice kind letters, and seem to 
have quite a pleasure in giving information. You 
I may be sure the children had a grand jubilation 

when the box arrived from the station. Every- 
thing came safely. There was the butterfly case 
— a beautiful one, almost as pretty as real maho- 
gany; and twelve dear little eggs, and a killing 
bottle, and a setting board, and a box of naturalists' 
pins, as fine as needles, with such long slender 
polished stems — quite the aristocracy of pins. And 
the case had a smell of camphor about it which 
was delightfully real. 

" It's exactly like a grown-up museum," said Toe, 
when they had arranged the twelve butterflies in 
rows, and set the case in ever so many different 
positions, to try the effect. 

"Now let us gather up everything else that we 
can. Tip, you said that we might have your pressed 
flowers for a botanical section." 

" Yes," said Tip, " only where are they to be kept ? 
I have taken so much trouble over them that I 
should not like them to be tossed and tumbled 
about anywhere." 

*' Quite right," said mamma, who had been listen- 
ing to the consultation ; " but I think I can set that 
straight" 

And going into her dressing-room she brought 
down the very dearest little set of drawers you ever 
saw, just like a real set, except that it only stood 
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about two feet high. It had been given to her when 
she was a little girl, by a very dear friend, and she 
had kept it ever since; but she said the children 
might use it now as a museum cabinet on condition 
that they took great care of it, which they promised 
to do. 

There were four drawers in it. One they divided 
with pasteboard into twelve compartments for the 
eggs, lining each compartment with cotton wool 
Tip's botanical specimens were put into the second, 
and then there were two left. 

" 111 tell you what I think would be very nice for 
one of the drawers," said mamma. *' As you have a 
botanical section, suppose you have a food section 
too. Divide the drawer into compartments, and put 
into each a sefed, or leaf, or grain,' or berry that is 
used for food." 

That was a capital idea. The children set to work 
at once to make the little compartments. 

" How many shall we want ? " said Tip. 

*' We must count up," said Tap. 

"Tea, sugar, coffee, cocoa," said Toe, "and rice, 
and sago, and tapioca, and linseed, and mustard, and 
pepper, and barley, and corn, and — and — can you 
think of anything else ? " 

" Yes ; haricot beans, lentils, split peas, groats, 
Indian corn, chocolate. Oh, I say Tap, what a lot 
of compartments we shall want ! How many things 
have we got already 1 " 
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Tap counted them up and found there were 
eighteen. 

*' That's ever so many more than the birds* eggs ; 
but never mind. It's a deal easier when we know 
how to set about it. Eighteen. Then we must have 
three rows of six each." 

So Tip set to work, but as she went on they 
kept thinking of something else, and the end of it 
was that each of the squares had to be divided 
again, and some of them even subdivided. It was 
quite astonishing how many things they thought 
about which mamma could give them little speci- 
mens of out of the store-room. The spice-box alone 
was enough to furnish a drawer full of compart- 
ments — cayenne pepper, common pepper, mace, 
cloves, ginger, nutmeg, cinnamon, caraway - seed, 
allspice, mustard-seed, and ever so many more 
things. Mamma said they might have a little of 
everything they could think of that was in the 
house, and as Toe remarked, it was ever so much 
more like a real museum when they had got all 
the things arranged, with the name written over 
each. 

* It is really very nice, indeed, and does you very 
great credit," said mamma, when they took in the 
*' Food Section," which had spread over two drawers 
now, for her to see. " And now I must tell you a 
thought which has come into my head whilst you 
have been so busy getting all this into order." 
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" What is it, mamma ? What is it ? What is 
it ? " they all said in a breath. 

" Well, it is this. As you all seem to be taking 
so much interest in the museum, and are working so 
hard for it, I think it would be very nice if we could 
have a room set apart on purpose for it, just as 
Ellerton has at Park House, and you could take it 
in turns, a month at a time, to have the charge of it 
and keep it in order." 

Tap and Toe gave a great jump of delight. So 
would Tip, only that she had the two drawers full of 
food section in her hand, and it would have been 
awkward if, in jumping up, the thirty-six compart- 
ments had got mixed into each other. But that 
idea of a museum-room was delightful Of course 
it could be no other place than the little dressing- 
room over the hall. All the other rooms in the 
house had been already used up for something or 
other, and this, at jHresent, was empty. Such a 
pretty little room, with a paper all violets and prim- 
roses, and a window looking out over the hills. And 
being small, it would not want such a gi'eat many 
things to fill it up comfortably. Of course that must 
be the room that mamma meant. 

" JoUicorious ! " shouted Toe, when he was safely 
on his feet again. Tip set the drawers down and 
gave mamma a great hug. Tap did the same. 

" Oh, mamma, that will be so jolly ! And then it 
won't seem to be mixed up with lessons at alL You 
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see it does seem rather lessonified when we have it in 
the moming-room, because we get our Latin and 
stuff ready for school there. It will be a downright 
proper museum now. And it will be the dressing- 
room, won't it, mamma ? " 

" No, not the dressing-room. I have been think- 
ing that the den would be a very good place to 
have it in." 

The children's countenances fell, one and all, but 
they did not like to say anything. 

Now the den was a little room outside the house, 
over what in former times had been used as a brew- 
house. It was really intended as a room for a man- 
servant, but as* papa and mamma were not able to 
indulge in a luxury of that sort, it had been used as 
a storing place for apples and onions and potatoes, 
until, a year or two before, when papa came home for 
six months, it was cleared out, and some matting laid 
down, and a table and chair put in, and he used to 
smoke there and read his newspaper. After he went 
away, it came back again to being an apple-room, and 
the portmanteaus and packing cases were put there, 
and files of old papers, and indeed anything that 
wanted stowing out of sight. So that altogether it 
was rather an uncomfortable sort of place, and the 
children might well look serious when it was pro- 
posed as the room where their darling museum was 
to be located. 

Mamma saw the disappointed expression upon 
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their faces, and she thought she would not tell them 
the rest. It would make such a beautiful little 
joke. 

"Well," she said, ''just go up now, and see how 
you think it could be made tidy." 

So they went, one after another, in a melancholy 
procession, never seeing how mamma was smiling 
all the while. 



CHAPTER XII. 

DANDELIONS PREDOMINANT. 

The brewhouse was used as a back kitchen now. A 
steep little wooden stair in one corner led up into the 
den. The space that this staircase took was boarded 
ofif, making the den so much smaller at that end. 
Indeed it looked very narrow when you first entered, 
but past the staircase part it was a very decent 
width There was a fireplace in it, and a casement 
vidndow looking towards the south, over a little bit of 
scrubby plantation. 

Tip, Tap, and Toe climbed the stair, feeling in any- 
thing but a hopeful frame of mind. And certainly 
the place did look uncomfortable. The floor was 
scattered over with straw, upon which the apples had 
been stored during the winter. The plastered walls 
showed streaky and soiled, a few ashes were blowing 
about in the grate. The deal shelves in the comer 
were ornamented with rows of rotten pears, which 
Emma had picked out to prevent them from infecting 
the others. There was a heap of onions on one side, 
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a heap of seed potatoes on another, some old packiiig 
cases peeping out amongst the straw, and some black 
cobwebs hanging from the ceiling, and there was a 
damp, uncheery feel about everything. 

It was depressing. It was more than depressing, 
it was melancholy. The children's imaginations, aU 
three of them put together, were not strong enough 
to invest the prospect with anything like cheerful- 
ness. Tip, Tap, and Toe stood there in a row, looking 
as dejected as anything else in the place. 

" I would rather have it in the morning room, 
all amongst the lesson-books, wouldn't you ?" said 
Tap. 

"A great deal rather," said Toe. "Why the 
morning-room's ever so jolly compared with this. 
And we could put up the museum things so that 
when we were looking at them we shouldn't see the 
lesson-books at all. We could hang a curtain over 
the shelf where they are kept you know." 

Tip looked round shiveringly at the bare walls and 
the dirty floor. 

" Emma would scour it out for us," she said, *' and 
clear away the straw, and sweep down the cobwebs, 
and we might sit on the boxes and make a table of 
the Indian packing-cases, and the museum would 
stand on the shelves. Let's try very hard to think it 
is comfortable, and then perhaps we shall feel better 
about it. Tou know it was very kind of mamma to 
say we might have it all for ourselves." 
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*'0 yes! I'm sure mamma meant it right/' said 
Tap, " only of course she can't love the museum as 
much as we do, and she may not perhaps quite under- 
stand how we feel about putting it into a place where 
it could not be comfortable. I wonder if we could 
do anything to make things nicer. You see, if we 
had the money to spare we could buy a bit of red 
something for a curtain. That would help. Eed 
always makes things look comfortable." 

" Yes," said Toe, " but we haven't the money to 
spare. As soon as ever we get enough, we must buy 
a duke of Burgundy, and a purple hairstreak, and a 
purple emperor, and they will cost two and seven- 
pence. Ellerton said we must get them for our 
collection, because you can't find them anywhere 
about here, and they are so pretty. We ought to 
think of the museum first thing, and not of the place 
we've got to put it in. And as you say. Tap, it was 
very good of mamma to give us this room, and we'll 
all of us go and tell her so." 

"Yes, and," suggested Tip, who was naturally 
anxious to place mamma's conduct in the best light, 
" I dare say she doesn't quite remember what it looks 
like. You know she very seldom comes up here. 
Emma looks after all the things, the potatoes and the 
apples and the onions. " 

Tap looked relieved. 

*' I shouldn't wonder if that is it I should think 
perhaps mamma has never been here since papa went 
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away last time, and it did look a Kttla better then. 
We'll all of US go and say we are very much obliged 
to her, and we won't show that we are the least bit 
disappointed, for that would look so ungrateful. I'm 
quite sure mamma meant us to be pleased, and we 
really will do all we can to make it look nice." 

But as the children came past the cosy little 
morning room, with its flowered paper and comfortable 
carpet, and green curtains, and shelves full of lesson 
and exercise books, they felt it would be ten times 
better, even in spite of the lesson-books, to have the 
museum there. 

" Well, children," said mamma cheerfully, " how do 
you think it will do ? " 

" Thank you very much, mamma," said Tip, trying 
hard, as did the rest of them, to look cheerful too. 
"We are going to do all we can to make it look 
pretty. Only we are not quite sure whether it would 
not be more comfortable in the schoolroom." 

"All right," said mamma, with not even the 
shadow of a joke to be seen anjrwhere in her fece. 
" You will be too busy until your next half-holiday 
to set to work upon it, because I have thought of 
another way in which you can earn some money for 
the museum. I want all the dandelions in the 
orchard cutting up. I was down there this morning, 
and I see there are such quantities of them. K we 
do not get them up soon, they will come into flower 
and run to seed. I will give you threepence a basket- 
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fol for all that you get up. You can empty them 
down in the comer of the coach-house, and for every 
basket that you empty, you must make a chalk-mark 
on the door. Then I shall know how much to pay 

you.'^ 

"O, thank you, mamma!" said the children, de- 
lighted to have anything to put that horrible old den 
out of their minds. " May we begin straight away ? " 

" Yes, as straight away as ever you like. I think 
you will find it will take you all your spare time for 
two days to clear them out, and I shouldn't wonder 
if you earn quite half-a-crown amongst you. Then 
on Saturday afternoon I will go with you to look at 
the den. Don't go into it again before then." 

" All right, mamma. We don't think we shall want 
to/' said the children cheerfully. And away they 
went to look for the big baskets ; and all that evening, 
and during as much time as they could spare from 
lessons the next two days, they were as busy as 
bees. 

So was mamma, though not with the dandelions in 
the orchard. 

Of course it was only a joke that the children were 
to have their museum amongst the rubbish and bare 
boards of the den. It was to be made into a snug 
comfortable little room for papa when he came home. 
That was the thought that had been in mamma's mind 
for a long time. But she thought now, instead of 
waiting until June, she would have it done at once, 
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SO that the children might have the use of the room 
in the meantime. She meant to set to work that 
very day, and have it ready by Saturday afternoon, 
and that was why the children had been bidden to 
cut up dandelions in the orchard, and told not to go 
up into the den again at present. Mamma could 
quite understand why they felt rather depressed, 
though they tried very hard not to show it, at the 
thought of having their beloved butterflies and all 
the rest of their treasures in such an uncomfortable 
place. 

She went out that afternoon, whilst they were at 
lessons, and chose a paper of a soft russet green, 
with a running pattern of leaves all over it. "Next 
morning, as soon as ever they were out of the house, 
Emma cleared away the straw and the packing-cases. 
A man and a boy came with paste and steps and 
stretching-boards, and by one o'clock the room was 
papered. If the children could only have seen what 
a difference that made! but they were not to see, 
just yet. 

A fire was lighted. Emma scoured the floor as 
soon as the paperers had finished, and when it was 
dry, she and Esther, who was in the secret too, 
brown-stained all the woodwork of the room, floor, 
staircase partition, shelves and wainscot. That made 
almost as much difference as the papering. In the 
evening Emma did the sizing. The children were so 
busy over their dandelion cutting that they never 
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thought of going up into the den, and fortunately 
the day was fine, so that they scarcely came into the 
house at all, so eager were they to earn all they 
could for purple emperors and dukes of Burgundy. 

Meanwhile, mamma and grandmamma were busy 
in the dining-room. Mamma bought a quantity of 
Turkey red, or " 'saloo," as they call it in India, and 
made curtains for the window, with a band of un- 
bleached calico all round and a frill across the top, 
in regular cottage fashion ; and she made covers of 
the same for two of the boxes, and then she put two 
of the packing-cases together like a sofa, and made a 
cover for that too, and Emma stufled a mattress with 
the straw that had been drying in the sun all day, 
and another mattress was stuffed and covered to 
make an end to it, so that it was quite a grand sofa. 
Next, mamma picked some old black linings to pieces, 
and tore them into strips, which, with strips of the 
Turkey red between, she joined and made a curtain 
to hang across the narrow part of the room, just as 
you entered, because the portmanteaus and news- 
papers would still have to be kept there, no cup- 
boards in the house being at liberty for them. Whilst 
mamma was doing this, Esther mended an old carpet 
which had lately been taken out of the morning-room, 
and by turning and piecing and darning it, made quite 
a respectable covering for as much of the floor as was 
not stained. 

Next morning (Friday) Emma varnished all the 
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woodwork. That made a wonderful difference too. 
Next, mamma bought an orange-case and a couple 
of cheese-boxes from the grocer's. An orange-case, 
you know, is a long narrow box, about four feet 
long by twelve inches wide and deep, divided into 
three compartments. When this is set up on one 
end it makes a good cupboard, the compartments 
looking like shelves. The cheese-boxes are just like 
gigantic pill-boxes, only stronger, made of wood. 

Mamma stained the inside of the orange-case, and 
covered it outside with chintz, putting lines of red 
braid over the edges of the shelves, to brighten it 
up. When it was set in the comer of the den, it 
made a delightful little cupboard. The cheese-boxes 
she frilled round with Turkey red, so turning them 
into very comfortable stools. 

AU this took until tea-time on Friday, and you 
may be sure every one worked very hard to get on so 
far. After tea, rain began, which was very incon- 
venient, because the children were not able to get 
out again in quest of dandelions. Of course, very 
naturally, the thought suggested itself to them that 
they might go into the den, and see whether, after 
all, something could not be done to make it look a 
little more comfortable. 

"You said something about our not going up, 
mamma, but as we can't do anything else, don't 
you think we might begin to clear out the straw 
and sweep down the cobwebs ? " 
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" I would advise you not," said mamma, gravely. 
"You know you were discouraged about it, even 
when the sun was shining into the room. It might 
be worse still if you went up on a dull rainy 
evening. Suppose we pass the time by reading a 
little Shakespeare ? " 

So they finished Henry the Eighth, which they had 
begun to read aloud an evening or two before. But 
that only lasted an hour, and then Toe again sug- 
gested paying a visit to the den. 

" I don't mind very much, mamma, if it does look 
nasty and uncomfortable. I do so want to begin to 
do something at it, if we are really going to keep our 
museum there," 

"I think you wUl have to keep your museum 
there," said mamma, as though that were a trouble 
which, like all other troubles, must be met cheerfully. 
'* But you know you can generally trust me to tell 
you the best thing, and I certainly tell you you had 
better wait until the sun shines. Is there nothing 
else we can do to pass the evening pleasantly?" 

" I have thought of something,*' said grandmamma. 
" It is what I used to do when I was a little girl, 
nearly seventy years ago." 

" Oh, grandmamma ! that sounds nearly like being 
before the Flood. Do tell us what it was ? And 
would real little boys and girls like it ? " 

" I was a real little girl then," said grandmamma, 
laughing ; " and I used to like it very much. My 
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mother used to give me a word, and I made all the 
words I could out of it. Now I will give you this 
word — PredominaTU!* 

The children hurried off at once in search of 
pencils and pap^. 

"Wait," said grandmamma, "there is something 
else. I will do exactly as my mother used to do. 
Tip, I will give you a farthing a dozen for every 
word you can make out of it ; and Tap, you shall 
have a farthing for every nine ; and Toe, you shall 
have a farthing for every six. And if you earn as 
much by it as I did when I was a little girl, you 
will soon get a very nice contribution towards the 
purple emperors, and the rest of the things." 

That was capitaL Nothing more was said about 
wanting to go up into the den. The children were 
soon sitting round the table, working as hard over 
"predominant" as they had been over the dande- 
lions. Before Tip had been pulling her word to 
pieces for ten minutes she had got four dozen others 
out of it. That was one pennyworth. If work went 
on at that rate, grandmamma would find by and by 
that she had made a rather serious bargain. Tap got 
on very well too, but Toe did not make much out, 
until mamma suggested a way of systematising the 
work. 

" First of all, take the first letter, p, and try how 
many words you can find beginning with that letter, 
and write them in one column. Then take r, and 
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find a column of words beginning with r, and so 
on with all the others. You will find you will get 
on a great deal better in that way." 

Toe tried, and soon discovered that mamma was 
quite right He earned fourpence-halfpenny that 
night, and Tap earned fivepence, and Tip sixpence : 
one and threepence halfpenny altogether, enough to 
buy a duke of Burgundy, a white admiral, a purple 
hairstreak and a brown Argus. It was bedtime, or 
they could have earned a great deal more. More- 
over, grandmamma said that if to-morrow morning 
happened to be wet, they might begin again, and 
go on until nine o'clock, time to start for lessons ; 
and if to-morrow morning was not wet, they might 
have two hours more on the first rainy evening, and 
she would pay them at the same rate. 

But, fortunately, the morrow morning was as bright 
as sunshine could make it ; so bright that they did 
not even think of running up to have a look into the 
den, though if they had thought of such a thing, it 
would have been no use, for Emma had locked the 
door. Instead, they made all the haste they could 
into the orchard, where, protected by goloshes and 
garden pinafores, they worked away so well that by 
nine o'clock you had to look very hard indeed to find 
anything approaching the appearance of a dandelion. 

Counting up the chalk-marks on the back of the 
coach-house door, they found they had gathered eight 
basketfuls. It took them a long time to fill the last 
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two or three ; indeed, there was quite a shout of de- 
light amongst them whenever a dandelion was dis- 
covered; but they determined they would not rest 
until they had made up the eight, so as to get two 
more shillings to put into their museum box. For 
you must know that they had set up a tin money- 
box, into which everything that they could earn was 
to be put. There was only sixpence in now, the 
remains of their last two weeks' money, after fines 
and subscriptions had been provided for; but it 
would soon feel splendidly heavy, for they knew 
mamma would not keep them waiting for their 
wages. 

Nor did grandmamma. Before they started for 
school they got their two shillings for the dande- 
lions, and their one and threepence-halfpenny for 
the words. And then, after they had all given the 
box a shake to try how it felt, they hurried off post 
haste, in order to tell Pansie and Daisy, and Maisie 
and Laddie, what fine times they were having. 



CHAPTEE XIII. 

mamma's secret. 

When they were fairly out of the way, mamma 
hurried off to her work in the den. 

What a pleasant morning she had, getting every- 
thing into order; picturing to herself what the 
children's delight would be when they came home 
from school and were allowed to witness the trans- 
formation scene. 

Emma and Esther between them had washed the 
floor, blackened the grate, scoured the mantelpiece, 
cleaned the windows ; and now a cheerful little fire 
was making everything as bright and jolly as could 
be. Next thing, mamma put up the window dra- 
peries, fitted the covers on the cases and cheese- 
boxes, nailed up the crimson mantelshelf-cover, 
which she had prepared, and stretched the striped 
curtain over the narrow end of the room, so that 
you could see nothing of the portmanteaus and old 
newspapers which had to be kept there. And then 
she hung one or two Japanese pictures about; and 
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a very pretty print which Aunt Caradora had given 
the children was placed over the mantelpiece, and 
a portrait of papa over the shelves by the window ; 
and a table was brought up out of the kitchen, 
and an old tartan plaid shawl spread over it for 
a cloth. 

" There, I think we have done all we can now," 
said mamma. "The children must do the rest for 
themselves." 

" It's beautiful, ma'am ; I'm sure it is ! " said 
Emma, who had been helping to carry things up 
and down. " I don't know what the young ladies 
and Master Toe won't say to it when they come in. 
It's like a real picture it is. If only the master 
could be here, ma'am, to enjoy it ! " 

** He will be by and by, I hope, Emma. And now 
I think, as we have made everything so nice and tidy 
here, we ought to do a little in the back kitchen 
underneath. " 

*' That's just what I was thinking myself, ma'am; 
for with things so pretty up above, it seems a pity 
not to have them a bit viewly underneath as well." 

And Emma, who was a famous one for suiting the 
action to the word, soon turned about and fetched 
brushes and brooms, and gave herself no rest until 
things were " viewly underneath ; " that is, as viewly 
as a back kitchen has any right to expect to be ; 
though any one coming into it, and seeing the soft- 
water pump and the copper, and the brick oven, and 



XIII.] MAMMA'S SECRET. Ill 

the knife-boards, and the pails and the rest of the 
things, would never have dreamed that there was 
such a cosy little nest, all warmth and colour and 
brightness, up the wooden stair. 

The children came home. It was just dinner-time, 
for they were always an hour later on Saturday 
mornings, having the lessons to prepare for Monday. 
After dinner mamma began, in not a particularly 
hopeful kind of voice — 

'* I think, perhaps, we had better go now and see 
what can be done to the den." 

" Yes," said Tip, in not a particularly hopeful kind 
of voice either. 

Tap sighed. 

" I think I would rather get up some more dande- 
lions," said Toe, dolefully ; " I saw a few on the front 
lawn this morning. May we, mamma ? " 

" O yes, if you like I But I think it would be 
better to go first and look into the den. I will go 
with you." 

Of course, if mamma went, that made a difference. 
She would be sure to be able to suggest something 
towards making the place look a little more comfort- 
able. And off they all set into the back kitchen, 
where Emma and Esther, very much interested in 
what would happen, were waiting. 

*' Oh, mamma ! how nice and tidy it looks here ! " 
said Tip, casting an admiring glance upon the white- 
washed walls and the clean brick floor, and the pails 
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and the tubs. If we could only make our muBeum 
room look as nice and tidy as this'* 

"Yes, but I don't see how we can," said Tap, 
mournfully. " You know the walls and the ceiling 
are so dirty." 

" Hush ! " whispered Toe, afraid mamma's feelings 
might be wounded. " You know we said we would 
try to make the very best that ever we could of it." 

Esther and Emma laughed right out Mamma 
said nothing, only went up the narrow stair, followed 
by the three children. 

First of all there was a little silence, then a series 
of delighted exclamations, increasing in intensity 
until they reached a perfect climax of excitement. 

"Oh! Oh I Oh! Mamma." 

And then a scrimmage and a scuffle and a bustle, 
as they all rushed up to mamma and smothered her 
with kisses. 

"Oh, mamma, how beautiful! how beautiful! 
And is this really to be our museum, and have you 
done it all since Wednesday ? And you never told 
us a word about it, and we have been thinking of 
nothing but the dirty walls, and the old straw, and 
the cobwebs. Oh, isn't it beautiful ! Mamma, how 
good you are ! " 

And then there was another succession of squeezes, 
and then the children made a tour of inspection 
round the room to admire everything particularly. 
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*' Oh, the pretty curtains ! " said Tip, going to the 
open window. *' And how different everything looks 
now outside." 

'^ That is because the red inside makes a frame- 
work for it," said mamma. And certainly the big 
old Portugal laurel, and the fir-trees, and the bits of 
scraggy lilac bushes in the plantation just opposite, 
did show to very much more advantage now than 
when they were surrounded by bare wood and colour- 
less or dirty plaster. And then the sunlight stream- 
ing in gave such brightness to everything. 

" And this dear little cupboard," said Toe, kneeling 
down in front of what had once been a rough orange 
box; but now, with its gay chintz covering and 
bands of red, looked quite a pretty piece of furniture. 
"Oh, mauima! may we have it for the Indian 
curiosities, and then we can always see them ? We 
can arrange them so delightfully on these three little 
shelves." 

"Very well,'* said mamma; "only you must 
undertake to keep them properly dusted. I think. 
Toe, you will have to be the curator of the Indian 
section." 

" Delightful ! " said Toe, turning a somersault 
which would have been very destructive to the Indian 
section, had it happened to be in the cupboard just 
then. And the children set off again round the 
room, examining, feeling, admiring everything; the 
pretty paper, the bright stained wood, the pictures, 

I 
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the seats, the dear little cheese-box stools, the curtam 
to hide where the ugly things had to be put ; rushing 
up to mamma every now and then to give her a 
tremendous squeeze, that being the only way in 
which they could express their delight. It was really 
almost too much like a dream, from which they 
might awake by and by, to find the straw and the 
cobwebs, and the old packing-cases again. Only 
their eyes were wide open, they were quite sure 
of that, and they could actually walk about and 
touch and feel the things. 

" Well, now," said mamma, " I think I will leave 
you to it. I hope you will have many many 
pleasant hours here ; and when papa comes home it 
will be his den too, and we shall all be happier stilL" 

And with a kiss to each of them mamma went 
away. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

X SOLEMN PROPOSAL. 

"It's perfectly jollicorious/' said Toe, sitting 
down in the middle of the floor, and using the word 
which always suggested itself when he wanted to 
convey an idea of otherwise inexpressible delight 

** It 's everything in the world that 's nice," said 
Tap, stretching herself out at full length on the 
pretty red-covered sofa. It was only stuffed with 
straw, but it did feel so comfortable. 

*' Let us think how we can arrange all our things," 
said Tip, who was the practical one of the family. 
'* Suppose we go and fetch them all up, and we can 
bring some erf our little ornaments too, to set about." 

" I don't know," said Tap. " It is so nice to sit 
still and look about." 

" Yes ; but it will be nicer still when we have got 
all our things to look at ; the little cabinet and the 
butterflies, and the Indian curiosities." 

There was no denying that. Tap yielded, more 
especially as Toe was already half-way down the 

I 2 
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stair in search of something to bring up. And they 
spent the rest of the afternoon in arranging their 
things. 

I wonder how many journeys those three pairs of 
little feet made up and down that narrow stair, and 
how often mamma was called up to give her advice 
about the placing of some particular thing. Indeed, 
at last, mamma brought her work and settled down 
altogether in the den, for she said it took all the time 
going up and down. Of course it was ever so much 
better when she was there to be talked to. 

There were the wooden shelves by the fireplace, 
and the corner cupboard and the mantleshelf for the 
things to be spread out upon. The butterfly case, as 
being the most important object, was put on the 
mantelshelf, just under the picture which Aunt 
Caradora had given them. The cabinet was set on 
the top shelf. On the one underneath were arranged 
all the books which were about subjects in connec- 
tion with the museum, wild flowers, bees, butterflies, 
ferns, shells, birds' nests and eggs, moths and so 
forth. In a shallow box which mamma gave them, 
and which had really been a soap box, but which 
looked very pretty now, lined and covered with oak- 
coloured paper, they put a nice little collection of 
moss, lichen, fungus and bark, which they had found 
in their country walks. Toe brought up a bundle of 
moss-covered apple-tree twigs. These they fastened 
up in one comer, and put upon them the birds' nests 
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which they had found during the winter. The corner 
cupboard was then supplied with Indian curiosities, 
mamma giving them as many as she could spare 
from her own stores. There were two or three funny 
little brass idols, an elephant of Jeypore marble, 
some Japanese fans, Indian grasses, seeds and dried 
flowers; fragments of pottery from Hindoo and 
Mussulman temples, and a few brightly coloin^d 
native ornaments; also a quantity of peacockn' 
feathers, and the wiug of an Indian jay, which, when 
the sun shoue upon it, looked like a mingled mass 
of emerald and turquoise. 

Then of course grandmamma and Emma and 
Esther must come up and look at it, and when they 
had gone down, the cabinet drawers must be opened, 
and mamma must look at the whole collection over 
again. Being in a room of its very own seemed to 
give the museum so much more importance. They 
examined the food section first of all, counted over 
all the different things they had got in it, then 
admired their mosses and lichens, then took out the 
birds' eggs. 

" Only, mamma," said Tip, " it is such a pity we 
can't put the proper names to them. We have been 
trying to make them out from our bird book, but the 
descriptions don't help us a bit, and the pictures are 
not coloured, so we don't know at all. You see the 
eggs are nearly every one of them spotted or speckled 
or streaked with what you might call a sort of brown, 
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SO to tell us thai, isn't much use. We're not sure 
about anything but a Jenny Wren, and Emma told 
us that, so it wasn't the book." 

"We must wait until Miss Ubie comes," said 
mamma. " She will set everything straight about 
the eggs, and the butterflies too. I have asked her 
to come and stay with us the week after next, when 
Aunt Salome and Cousin Phillis are here. Before she 
comes you can write out the names of all the eggs 
you have. Write them very neatly on stamp paper, 
and stick one over each compartment of your drawer, 
and then Miss Ubie will tell you which egg to put 
under each. And children, I have another idea." 

" Oh, mamma I what is it ? It can't be half so 
nice as this idea about the den though." 

"Wait until you see. You are very anxious to 
earn money for your museum, are you not ? " 

"Oh, just! ever so anxious,'* they said, all in a 
breath. And then Toe continued — 

" Only except the few on the front lawn, we have 
got all the dandelions up, and the weeds won't grow 
fast enough, and we might perhaps get two or three 
more pennyworths of words out of Predominant, only 
it can't last much longer, and I don't know what we 
can do, except save up our twopence a week ; and 
there is such a little left out of that when fines and 
collections are done with. And then you know, 
mamma, we don't like to forget the birthdays." 

" Of course not. Well, then, listen to me. When 
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I was looking over your food section, I thought what 
a good thing it would be, and how much more like 
a real museum society, you know, if you were to 
write little lectures on the different departments. 
Now, I propose that Tip should take, as the subject 
for her lecture, plants that are used for food ; Tap, 
wild and garden flowers ; Toe, animals, as he is very 
fond of them. What do you think about it ? " 

Apparently the children did not know what to 
think about it, for the proposal was received in solemn 
silence. If mamma had suggested that one of them 
should go up into the pulpit of the parish church and 
preach a sermon, there could scarcely have been a 
more solemn silence. Tip was the first to speak. 

" Real lectures, mamma ? Why, how could we do 
it ? I'm sure I should not have the least bit of a 
notion where to begin or what to say. It's only 
quite grown-up people, and very clever people, who 
give lectures." 

" I don't know that they are always veiy clever," 
said mamma. 

*' But they are always very grown-up," said Tap. 

" Yes," said Toe, " and they have evening clothes 
on, and a bottle of water on the table, and they cough 
■ and drink it when the people begin to clap. You 
know that was how they did when Uncle Tom took 
us to the magic lantiern entertainment. Oh ! it wcmld 
be fun though," Toe continued, a brilliant idea as of 
a sort of acted charade beginning to dawn upon him. 
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" and we've got the table, and I'm sure Esther could 
find us a water-bottle and a glass, and then we only 
want somebody to come and clap." 

"Ah, but," said Tip, " we want something for them 
to clap about, and I am afraid that would be the 
difficulty. It's no use getting the people to come if 
we can't say anything. Do you think we could make 
up a real lecture, mamma ? " 

" Well, supposing you don't call it a real lecture 
then. Supposing you only call it a little exercise, 
such as you write every week for Miss Philip. I 
remember you had to write one a while ago, on the 
subject of a visit to the Zoological Gardens, telling 
about a few of the most interesting animals there, 
and their habits, and where they came from, and 
so on." 

" Oh, well, mamma," said Tip, brightening up a 
little, *'if you call that a lecture, perhaps — '' 

"Yes, and Tap wrote a very nice one too, about 
the different kinds of lilies, and I am sure Toe could 
make up something, if he tried, about dogs and 
horses, because he is so fond of them.'* 

" Yes," said Toe, with not the least sort of hesita- 
tion now. "Why I could write a whole bookful 
about Nelly and all her funny little ways. Would 
that be a proper lecture, mamma ? " 

" Quite proper. The more you make it like what 
you see and hear around you, the better. Well then, 
I want each of you to write a course of seven of 
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these little lectures. Tip on food plants, Tap on 
flowers, Toe on animals. And I will undertake to 
give you a guinea for the whole course, that is a 
shilling each for each of the lectures. Half of it 
shall be for yourselves, to do as you like with, 
and half shall be for the museum money-box." 

Could anything be more delightful ? The children 
all rushed up to give mamma a tremendous and 
simultaneous hug, the effects of which were very 
manifest upon her cap and collar. Indeed, the cap 
was beginning to be scarcely any sort of a shape at 
all, in consequence of the repeated attacks which had 
been made upon it during the afternoon. "Oh, 
mamma, what a jolly idea! And when shall we 
begin ? May we set to work as soon as ever we like ? 
This very day ? " 

"Yes, as soon as ever you like. Aunt Salome and 
Cousin Phillis are coming the week after next, and 
so is Miss Ubie, and I daresay they will be glad 
to listen to what you have to say ; and I am sure 
grandmamma will come, and so will Aunt Caradora, 
and you must invite Emma and Esther." 

" Oh, mamma, wJiat a lot of people to clap ! " 
shouted Toe, jumping and springing like an india- 
rubber baU. " One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, 
and you eight. Why you will make ever such a 
noise. And where shall we have them ? " 

" Here, of course. You must bring up the benches 
out of the morning-room, and write out tickets with 
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the numbers of the reserved seats, and evei7thing 
proper. You must arrange what subject you will 
each of you take for your first lecture, and read up 
all you can about it, and you may come into the 
dining-room and look through the great encyclopaedia 
if you want to know anything that you cannot find 
in your own books. I will undertake to provide you 
with ruled paper, only the lectures must be very 
neatly written and correctly spelled. Take care of 
that. And then — " 

But there was a ring at the bell, and Esther came 
up to say it was Aunt Caradora. So the children 
rushed down to fetch her up to see the den and tell 
her all about what they were going to do, which took 
such a long time that the composition of the lectures 
had to be put off until Monday, Aunt Caradora 
promising to lend them a book about food plants 
which would be very useful to them. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE TWO CABINETS. 

I THINK you will very probably say that what I 
am going to tell you in this chapter is too much like 
make-up, too much like a story in which everything 
is made just as the people want it to happen, instead 
of there being ups and downs and failures and 
disappointments, and all the rest of the things that 
come to pass in real life. If you should think so. 
however, I can only say that what I am going to 
relate dow is quite true. I am not exaggerating one 
bit. Indeed, everything that I am putting in this 
book really did happen at one time or another. Per- 
haps I may not put all the events in their exact 
order, or make them come in at the correct time of 
the year, but the events themselves are all true, and 
this pairticular one happened exactly as I am going 
to tell it. 

It was Sunday morning, the day after the children 
had found out the beautiful secret of the den. All 
Saturday evening, after it was too dark for them to 
be up there admiring one thmg after another, and 
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considering how they should arrange their things to 
the best advantage, they had been busy in the 
moming-room, looking through books which might 
help them in the preparation of their lectures. Aunt 
Salome, Cousin PhiUis, and Miss Ubie, were coming 
on the Monday week, and the lecture was to be on the 
following evening, so that they had just a solid week 
to get everything ready. Tip was to lecture upon 
tea, that being the first food plant which suggested 
itself to her, because papa was up in Darjeeling, 
where there are so many tea plantations. Tap was 
to take the violet and primrose, and Toe was to say 
what he could about dogs. 

But on Sunday morning there were other things to 
be done. After breakfast they learned the Collect 
for the day. Then if the weather was fine, they used 
to have a long stroll with mamma in the garden, 
talking over what they had been doing in school 
during the week, repeating the poems they had 
learned, taking note how all the flow.ers were getting 
on, planning improvements in their own little gardens, 
and so on. 

This Sunday morning Toe was repeating to mamma 
the " Wreck of the Hesperus," the poem he had just 
finished, and which he liked almost better than any- 
thing else he had ever learned. He had come to his 
favourite verse : — 

** Oh, Father, I hear a sound of bells, 
Oh I say what may it be." 
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Then another bell — the postman's— was heard, 
and the children rushed ofif to fetch the letters. One 
of them was from Aunt Salome. Mamma took a little 
bit of paper out of it and looked rather surprised, 
though very pleased, as she read through the letter. 
What do you think Aunt Salome said ? 

Why, mamma had been telling her about the 
museum, and how very much interested the children 
were in it, and how they had been working hard to 
earn some money to buy things for it, and Aunt 
Salome had sent them a post-ofl&ce order for a guinea, 
as her contribution, for she said she should like to 
become a member of the society. Moreover, she said 
that if with this money they wanted to buy any- 
thing from the naturalist in the Strand she should 
be very glad to get it and bring it with her when 
she came with Cousin Phillis on Monday week. 

This is what I thought you would scarcely be able 
to believe, because it is so much better than what 
generally happens in real life. Tip, Tap, and Toe 
could scarcely believe it until mamma had read the 
letter three times through. A guinea! a great 
round, golden sovereign, and a great round, silver 
shilling! why with that and the money they had 
earned by dandelions and predominant, they could 
buy up half tha things in Messrs. Watkins and 
Doncaster's catalogue. 

Toe set off at once to fetch that catalogue and 
decide how they should spend the money. 
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" We'll have a stufifed kingfisher, Tip, and a cabinet 
with seventy eggs in it, all labelled, and we'll have all 
the British butterflies in a glazed case, and we'll have 
the moths too, in another case, and we'll have a 
butterfly net each, a real proper one, and we'll order 
all sorts of dragon-flies and things. my! what a 
museum we will have I " 

"Let us look at the price first," said Tip, 
practically. 

And she did so, and found that half the things 
Toe had mentioned would mount up to five pounda 

Toe's countenance fell, 

" Dear me I How they do add up, to be sure ! 
Well then. Tip, what shall we have ? " 

" What do we want most ? " said Tap. 

"I don't know. I think we seem to want 
everything in the catalogue. Perhaps we had better 
ask mamma." 

Mamma settled the question in a great measure 
by recommending that twenty-two shillings out of 
the one pound four and ninepence-halfpenny which 
they had now, should be spent in buying two nice 
cabinets, one at twelve shillings, divided into com- 
partments, for eggs, and one at ten shillings, with 
foui* drawers undivided, for general specimens. 
Mamma said she had many pretty and curious things 
which she could spare to them for the museum if 
only they had a safe place to take care of them in, 
but she should not like to have them lying about on 
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open shelves, liable to be lost or swept away or 
mislaid. 

That was very sensible. So the cabinets were put 
down first upon the list, and then it was time to go 
to church. 

Dare I say that church, like the prayers before 
breakfast on Christmas morning, seemed just a trifle 
long ? Or should I be called not properly reverent 
for even so much as hinting at anything of the sort ? 
Whether I dare say it or not, that was the fact. But 
it was a fact, too, that Tip, Tap, and Toe did their best 
to attend. Tip brought home a very fair account of 
the sermon for grandmamma. Tap was hazy about 
the sermon, but remembered the lessons. Toe was 
hazy about both sermon and lessons, but had a vivid 
recollection of the Psalms, one of them being that 
where the beasts of the forest creep forth, and it 
made him think what a nice subject the lion would 
be for one of his lectures. 

In the afternoon they all wrote to papa, and in the 
evening the museum question came up again. 

*' We shall have two and ninepence-halfpenny left, 
after the cases are paid for," said Tip, who generally 
did the calculations. " Now, what shall we buy with 
that ? " 

"Let us have two of the best dragon-flies, at 
sixpence each," said Toe. " They will go in the case 
along with the butterflies, and that wUl be a 
shilling." 
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" And a dozen more of the clteapest eggs, that will 
be another shilling/* said Tap ; " they are such pretty 
soft, little round things." 

** Nay, they are not soft," said Tip ; " mamma says 
when we are describing anything, we should say 
what it is, and not what it is riot" 

" Well, I said soft," replied Tap, rather indefinitely, 
" because pretty things generally are soft. It's a 
word that comes in nicely for almost everything. 
But do you agree about the eggs, Tip ? " 

" Yes. And now there's ninepence-halfpenny left. 
I propose it should stay in the box." 

Toe seemed to think it was a pity it should stay 
there, but as he and Tap had both disposed of a 
shilling, it was only fair that Tip should have her 
way about the ninepence-halfpenny. She said, too, 
that it would be a sort of nest egg for more to 
come to. 

Next morning, before they went to school, a 
letter was written to Aunt Salome, giving a list 
of the things they wanted her to bring; and 
then the rest of the week, after lessons and 
the proper time for garden play, was devoted to 
the preparation of the lectures, which were to 
be delivered by the members of the Hollybury 
Museum Society. 

" That will be an excellent name for it," said Tip, 
as they all sat up in their beloved den, where the 
museum business was carried on now. 



XV.] THE TWO CABlNETa 129 

" Excellent," said Tap. " One feels so much more 
important when one has a name." 

" And I will write cards," said Tip. " You know 
we must have cards of admission, just like a proper 
lecture. We will send one each to Aunt Salome and 
Cousin Phillis, and one to mamma, and grandmamma, 
and Aunt Caradora, and Miss Ubie, and to Esther and 
Emma." 

" Jolly," said Toe ; " two, four, six, eight — ^why it 
will be a regular congregation." 

"They don't call the people at a lecture a con- 
gregation," put in Tap, with an air of experienca 

" What do they call them then ? " 

"An audience. You know it always says the 
audience listened with great attention, or the 
audience was numerous and fashionable, and that 
sort of thing." 

*' Well then, an audience ; it will be a regular 
audience. And how shall we get seats for them ? 
There's our dinner bench, that will hold two grown- 
up people; and then here's the sofa, that will be 
two more; and the two boxes that have been 
covered with red, that's six; and now we want 
two more, and you know we ought to have one 
or two empty ones, to make a sort of appearance ; 
and where shall we get them, Tap ? " 

" We'll ask Esther for a couple of bedroom chairs, 
and the bench out of the moming-room. That will 
just do, and leave aboUt three over for appearance. 

E 
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It won't do to have more than three empty, or it will 
seem as if the lecturers were not popular/' 

"Suppose we get our lectures written first," 
suggested Tip, " and when they are off our minds we 
can begin about the arrangements. We are going to 
give them on Tuesday, the day after Aunt Salome 
comes, so it would be nice to get everything fiiushed 
on Saturday night. You know we shall be ever so 
busy when once we get the cabinets ; we sha'n't want 
to have anything else to do that evening. And then 
if we get our lectures done in good time, we can keep 
reading them over to each other, and putting little 
bits in to improve them." 

Tip's su^estion was followed, and very well it was 
that they did follow it, for there was plenty to do 
when Aunt Salome and the cabinets arrived on 
Monday afternoon. 

They were very pretty little things, about a foot 
and a half high and the same broad, and twelve 
inches deep, stained and varnished a bright brown, 
like the woodwork in the den, and there were four 
drawers in each, one set being divided into thirty-six 
compartments for eggs. Of course they had not ^gs 
enough to fill them at present, but the compartments 
did very well for other things. For when Axint 
Caradora found that they were really in earnest about 
their museum, she gave them many pretty things to 
put in, some curious foreign seeds, some shells and 
coral for the Natural History Department, and some 
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polerUum or Neapolitan bread for the Food Section, 
and a bit of pavement from Pompeii for the 
Antiquarian part And then a lady whom their 
mamma knew in London, a lady who had travelled 
much in India, sent them a box full of lovely little 
shells which she had collected in the Andaman 
Islands, and also some foreign stamps and coins. 
These were arranged by themselves, and called " The 
Walker Collection,'* from the name of the lady who 
had given them. 

Those cabinets were really worth a great deal to 
the museum. So many things were brought and put 
into them that could never have been spared had 
there not been such a safe and convenient place for 
them. Mamma found many curious things amongst 
her stores, fragments of carving from Buddhist topes 
two thousand years old, agates from the Marble Eocks 
of Jubbulpore, wood-work from Saharunpore, blue 
pottery from Mooltan, black and white metal-work 
from Moradabad, strings of gaily coloured bangles 
that had been bought at the great Ganges and Jumna 
fair, and brass-work from Benares. Indeed that den 
soon became quite an interesting place even for 
grown-up people to visit. 

Then Miss TJbie, who came the same day as Aunt 
Salome and Cousin Phillis, brought her big book with 
the coloured plates of birds' eggs, for them to find 
out the names of their own specimens. And she 
brought a bagful of foreign nuts and seeds, and a 

K 2 
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lovely little bird's nest, and some sea- weed which she 
had gathered and pressed upon white cardboard, and 
two or three more butterflies of a kind which they 
had not yet seen. So that really the museum was 
getting splendidly furnished. The only things wanted 
were more glass cases, so that the things could be 
seen to better advantage ; but these would come in 
time. 

Miss Ubie was able also to tell them the names of 
most of their butterflies, and of all of their wild 
flowers which Tip had collected. And she knew a 
great many of the shells too. Tip wrote the names 
neatly down on pieces of stamp paper, and fastened 
them over the sheUs, or butterflies, or plants, to which 
they belonged. And over each department its name 
was printed in large letters on a white card: 
Natural History, Botany, Food Section, Antiquities, 
Indian Section, and so on. 

Then the explaining of the museum to the different 
people who came to see it was as much fun aa 
anything. The children took different departments. 
Tip was curator of the Food and Botanical Sections. 
Toe took the Natural History, which included birds' 
eggs and butterflies, his special delight. Tap had to 
manage the Foreign curiosities. Of course visitors 
had a great many questions to ask, and as it would 
not have been at all proper for the curators not to be 
able to answer them satisfactorily. Tip, Tap, and Toe 
had to "read up" on their several subjects. Tap 
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soon became quite learned on Indian things. She 
could tell where all the different specimens of metal- 
work came from, what the foundation was, and how 
the pattern was made ; and she was able, too, to point 
out the differences in design between one nation or 
province and another, how in Benares work you 
always get gods and animals, in Mussulman work 
arabesques chiefly, in Cashmeri the beautiful pine 
cone, in Trichinopoly the quaint little cross-legged 
idols, in Cuttack the exquisite filigree of leaves and 
flowers. And Toe could tell you about the butterflies, 
what sort of a chrysalis most of them came from, and 
what kind of caterpillar turned into that chrysalis, and 
what it fed upon, and where you were most likely to 
find it. And Tip hunted up the names of all the 
familiar wild flowers and herbs, and found out the 
places they liked best, and the times of the year when 
you might look for them, besides what they were 
useful for in food or medicine. So that you see 
the Holly bury Museum was anything but just an 
amusement 

And now came Tuesday evening and the lectures ; 
but I must let them have a chapter all to them* 
selves. 



CHAPTEB XVL 

COMING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE. 

What a delightful time the children had, getting 
everything ready ! 

Mamma gave them leave to have the lecture rather 
late, because of having lighted candles about, and the 
curtains drawn, which would make the room look so 
much prettier. So half-past seven was the time 
named. The morning-room bench and the dining* 
room bench were carried up. One was set behind the 
table for the lecturers, the other Toe divided with red 
tape into three parts, so that each person should 
know where to sit, and should also not take up too 
much room. When he went to the magic lantern 
entertainment with Uncle Tom, the benches were 
done just like that, and he thought it was a very 
good idea. 

" We'll have three rows of seats. Tip, the bedroom 
chairs in the very front, and then the red boxes.** 

" We'll call them the sofa stalls," said Tap. *' Thqr 
have sofa stalls at a concert, and I don't see why a 
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lecture sbouldn't be just the same. Any way it 
sounds grown-up." 

"Very well, sofa stalls, and the bench behind. 
That would really be room for ten people, and then 
there will be two empty ones, like a real lecture. 
We'll have one in the second row, and one in the 
back row. We must tell the people we don't want 
them to sit all crushed up together.'' 

"Oh no!" said Tip. *'We won't say anything 
about it. That would not be at all proper. I'll write 
eight admission tickets, and then put a number on 
each, and put a little ticket on each place the same ; 
and then. Toe, you must stand at the door with a 
plate, to take the ticket, and when you have looked 
at the number, you must take the person to the 
right seat. That's exactly like a lecture, you know." 

" So it is. Jolly ! " cried Toe. " Oh, sha'n't I feel 
grown-up when I stand with the plate ? And what 
are you going to put on the tickets. Tip ; and how 
shaU we send them ? " 

" Oh, we'll put them into envelopes and address 
them all properly, and then run round to the front 
door and put them in the letter-box, and Esther will 
take them in on a tray, just as if they had come by 
postw Then about what we are to write on them. 
Well, I don't quite " 

"Oh! tJuit's easy enough," said Toe. "Just say 
we're going to make up a course of lectiires, and 
mamma is to give us a shilling each for them, and 
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half the money is to go- into the mnseum-box and 
half we're to keep for ourselves, and it's going to be 
ever such fun, and " 

" Stop, stop,** said Tip, interrupting the current of 
Toe's ready imagination. " It will never do to put 
all that on a ticket. We haven't got to tell them 
anything but just what's going to happen. You know 
on a proper ticket it says what the lecture is to be 
about, and then 'Admit the bearer,' or something of 
that sort." 

" Well then, let us say what they are going to be 
about. * Tip, Tap, and Toe are going to give a lecture 
on tea, and violets, and primroses, and dogs, and 
then other things afterwards.' That doesn't seem to 
sound right either, does it, Tip ? " 

** No, not quite. It's rather mixey, and besides, 
we're not going to say anything about the other 
things the first night. I wish we could find an old 
ticket somewhere, to look at for a pattern. You see 
we can't ask mamma, because we don't want her to 
find out." 

" Oh, I know ! " said Toe. *' There was a hamper 
of plants came the other day, and the address was 
written on a card, and on the other side of the card 
there was ' Admit the bearer,* and I wondered what it 
could mean. I daresay that was a ticket of some 
sort. I'll go into the coach-house and see if I can 
find it. It might help us a little." 

Toe went, and returned in triumph. It was a 
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half of a ticket for a penny reading. Of course there 
was considerable difficulty in making anything out of 
it, but by imagining what might have been on the 
other half, they got a little help. First of all there 
was the name of the thing at the top. 

" We must put ' HoUybury Museum Society * on 
ours," said Tip, writing. 

"Yes," said Tap, "and then it says 'Admit the 
bearer,' we can put that too, and then we've only got 
to say what we're going to admit him to." 

" It won't be him," said Tap, always anxious for 
exactitude; " we haven't got anything but ladies." 

'* Well, never mind, that doesn't go on the ticket. 
Well then, * Admit the bearer to a lecture on tea, and 
another on violets and primroses, and another on 
dogs ; ' that separates them nicely, you see. Toe ; ' to 
be given in the den at half-past seven this evening. 
There will be seven of them, and we will say what 
the others are going to be afterwards.' That doesn't 
sound quite proper, either." 

" No, not at the last. It seemed to begin very well 
We'll go on just as you said, as far as dogs, and 
then — ^but that's a bother too, because we shall have 
to write them out fresh for every lecture. Suppose 
we make the ticket admit to the whole course, and 
then stick up a paper on the door to say what each 
wiU be." 

** Yes," said Toe, " and I'll write it in big round- 
hand. 'Tuesday, tea, primroses, violets, and dogs,' 
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and our names against each. Now the ticket Bo 
let us get it done." 

This was what they made out at last : 

HOLLTBUBY MuSEUM SOCIETY. 

Food-Plants^ Flowers, and Animals. 

Admit the Bearer to a Course of Lectures to be 
delivered on the above Subjects. 

Doors open at Qnarter-past Seven. Lecture to commence at Half-past. 

Number— 

" That's as proper as ever it can be," said Tap, when 
Tip had read it aloud ; " only you haven't put^ ' Not 
transferable ' ; you always see that on a real ticket^ 
down in one comer." 

« We'll put it," said Tip. " There then. Now we 
mnst make eight copies of that and keep one for 
next time, because we don't want all the trouble over 
again. I'm sure it reads very nicely. I don't think 
we could have done it better if we'd had a regular 
proper one all complete to copy from." 

And Tip read it again out loud, with the ^ Not 
transferable " at the end, which gave such an air of 
correctness to it Then there was silence for a while 
as they made out the copies. Then Toe hurried 
away with them to the letter-box, and gave a knock, 
and then ran round to tell Esther what it was, and 
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that she must carry them all into the drawing-room. 
Then he came back. It was just seven. 

" Oh ! don't you wish it was a quarter-past ? " he 
said ; '' I do so want the people to begin to come." 

" I'm not quite sure about it," said Tap. ** Per- 
haps we shall feel rather trembly when we have to 
begin. Do you think you shall, Tip ? " 

" I don't know, I haven't even thought about it. 
Only I hope they won't come all at once. It won't 
seem proper if they do. Perhaps I had better go 
and ask Cousin Phillis if she will manage for them to 
come first one and then another, as they do at a real 
lecture. One wants it to be spread out properly." 

So Tip went and asked Phillis, and Cousin Phillis 
promised that she would look after it. 

" And then, Tap,, you and I must settle where we 
are to be imtU the lecture has to begin. You know 
the lecturers never sit where the people can see them. 
They just wait about in a room somewhere, and they 
let it get just a little bit past the time, so that the 
people are impatient. And besides, I am sure we 
shall laugh if we sit on the bench behind the table, 
with every one looking at us." 

" Well, then, we'll go behind the curtain, amongst 
the newspapers and packing-cases, and when every- 
thing is ready and Toe has got all the people 
into their places, he shall ring a bell and we will 
walk out and take our places, and you must read 
first, .Tip." 
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" All right. Now, Toe, I think we might begin to 
light the candles." 

Toe did so, having first pinned a large notice on 
the door, stating the subjects of the lectures. At a 
quarter-past seven everything was quite ready, two 
candles lighted on the mantelshelf, two more on the 
table, one on each side of the desk upon which the 
lectures were placed, a bottle of water and a glass on 
the lecturer's right hand, the curtains drawn, a bright 
fire burning, the cabinets, cupboards and shelves, 
dusted to the very perfection of brightness. 

A rustle was heard in the back kitchen underneath, 
then a footstep upon the stairs. 

"There's somebody coming," said Toe, giving a 
great jump. 

" Hush ! " said Tip, " you mustn't speak, you must 
look as grave as a judge. Here, just make room for 
Tap and me to get behind the curtain." 

Toe steadied his face, his sisters hid themselves 
out of sight amongst the newspapers. Toe bowed 
politely and held out his plate for the tickets, as 
Aunt Caradora and Miss Ubie, who were the first 
arrivals, presented themselves. 

Oh, what fun ! they had dressed themselves in their 
bonnets and cloaks, just as if it was a real thing 
that they had been going to, ever so far of£ Tip and 
Tap, peeping out from behind the packing-cases, 
exchanged glances of delight, but said not a word, 
whilst Toe looked at the numbers on the tickets, and 
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then conducted the ladies to the corresponding num- 
bers upon the seats. Settled there, Aunt Caradora 
took a fan, and Miss Ubie produced a smelling-bottle,, 
and they began to look about and talk in an under- 
tone, as people do before the proceedings begin at 
a proper lecture. Then Aunt Salome and grand- 
mamma came« grandmamma dressed just as if she 
was going to church, except the prayer-book, and 
when Aunt Salome was seated, she took off her fur 
mantle and laid it on the next chair, and felt in her 
pocket for her smelling-bottle, and took out lier eye- 
glass, and began to examine the pictures, just as if 
she had never been in the room before. And then 
mamma and Cousin PhilHs came, and then Emma 
and Esther, and were all properly conducted to their 
seats. And then by and by they coughed and began 
to fidget a little, and mamma said in a rather loud 
whisper— 

" Dear me I I think the lecturers are late." 
And Aunt Salome drew her scarlet cloak around 
her, and Cousin Phillis began to tap with her feet, 
and there was more coughing and more fidgeting on 
the part of the audience, and then Tip and Tap 
managed with a long stick to give Toe, who was still 
standing at the door, not quite certain what to do, a 
little push and pointed to the bell. 

Thereupon he walked very gravely through the 
company, rang the bell and took his place on the 
bench behind the table. 
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Tip and Tap came forward then. Every one began 
to clap and stamp^ quite delightfully like a real 
lecture, and whilst Tap seated herself modestly 
beside Toe, Tip advanced to the table, moved the 
candles a little bit, poured out a glass of water, 
coughed, and began as follows : — 

Tea. 

I am going to give you a short account of tea, which 
I am sure is well known to us alL It comes from an 
evergreen shrub which grows largely in China and 
Japan ; of late years it has also been grown in India. 

After the ground which has to receive the seed has 
been well dug over, bamboo sticks are placed in the 
ground at equal distances, about four or five feet 
apart, to show where the seed is to be planted. 

From six to twelve seeds are put into each hole, 
which is five inches deep. Only a fifth of the seed 
vegetates. 

Some people take a great deal of trouble to get 
nice tea. 

In some places, as soon as the seed is planted, it is 
left until the leaves are ready to gather, but in others 
the ground is manured and kept free from weeds. 

The plant grows worst on a clayey soiL No tea 
can be obtained from any tree until the plant is three 
years old. At the age of seven, the tree reaches a 
man's height. Between the ages of six and seven 
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an acre should yield three hundred pounds of tea, but 
at twelve years of age, when the plant has reached 
maturity, an acre should yield nine hundred pounds, 
though it has been known to yield the same amount 
when thirty. The younger the leaves the better 
the tea. 

When the leaf is ready for gathering, many 
hundreds of men, women, and children are employed 
to pick it. Women and children are prefeiTed, as 
they have a gentler touch. Each one is provided with 
a large basket which they take in the evening to the 
manufactory. The tea is then weighed and thinly 
spread on large trays, to allow the leaf to wither. 
There are several ways of telling whether the leaf is 
withered or not, one being, if you hold a newly 
gathered leaf close to your ear it crackles, no sound 
should be heard from one that is withered. 

When the leaf is withered, it is laid on a strong 
table on a bamboo mat, as a slightly rough surface is 
better to roll it on. Then the tea is rolled by the 
hands, if a machine is not used. There are three 
times of the year for gathering tea, first, towards 
the end of March ; second, towards the end of April; 
third and last, in August. 

The best tea of all is called souchong. It is made 
from the youngest leaves, and is picked over with 
great care. It is a word meaning a "little good 
thing," and is used only by the Emperor and the 
grandees, for it is very costly indeed. Sometimes in 
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a whole garden only one plant is fit to make souchong 
of. Pekoe is one of the finest of black teas, and is 
drunk chiefly in Eussia, Sweden, and Denmark. Tea 
was introduced into Europe in 1610 by a Dutchman. 

There are a great many different kinds of tea. 
Bohea, for one, which is the coarsest and is made of 
the largest and dustiest leaves. Also singlo, hyson, 
and gunpowder. Gunpowder is green tea which 
is rolled into a ball and will not bear the breath. 

Tea is a most favourite beverage in China. The 
Chinese take it three times a day, without either milk 
or sugar. If taken too freely it has a hurtful effect 
upon the neryes, but if taken with plenty of milk 
and sugar it is very refreshing. 

It is a very good thing that the Chinese have such 
a pleasant beverage, for their water has a very dis- 
agreeable taste. Tea is made very differently in 
Japan from what it is here. The tea is ground just as 
we do coffee ; each cup is filled with warm water, and 
then as much of the powder is put into each cup as 
would lie on the end of a knife. Then the water 
and powder are stirred round until they are quite 
frothy, when the cups are passed to the guests, who 
take it whilst warm. In France, tea is taken as a 
sort of medicine, but to the English it is invaluable. 
If you are tired, take a cup of tea. If you have 
a headache, take a cup of tea. If you have a journey 
to take, take a cup of tea. A cup of tea is always 
refreshing. 



CHAPTER XVIT. 

THE VOTE OF THANKS. 

I HAVE put this lecture down exactly as Tip gave 
ib, not altering the composition or the paragraphs at 
aH for I thought you would like best to have it just 
as if you had been listening to it yourselves. I think 
I ought to tell you that she made one mistake in the 
spelling. She spelt manufactory with a " u " instead 
of an *' o" in the last syllable but one. Of course I 
have been obliged to put it right in this book, lest the 
printer should think I did not know how to spell it 
myself. 

Tip read very nicely, never lifting her eyes once 
from the paper, because, after all, she did feel just a 
little bit trembly when she started, and besides, she 
was afraid if she looked at the people she would 
begin to laugh, which would have spoiled everything. 
Tap and Toe, who sat behind her, did not feel at aU 
like laughing. Indeed it was more solemn than any- 
thing else, for all the grown-up people listened so very 

L 
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seriously, as if they had never in their lives heard 
anything about tea before. They were quite as 
attentive as if they had been at church, and that 
made Tap and Toe feel as if they must be attentive 
too. 

When Tip had finished, everybody clapped. Tip 
did not quite know then whether she should make a 
courtesy or not, but finally she thought she had better 
sit down without taking any notice,. and then Tap 
came forward. This was Tap's lecture. I shall put 
it down exactly as she gave it, too. 

The Violet. 

There are a great many difiTerent kinds of violets, 
the sweet violet or violet odorata, the marsh violet, 
the dog violet, and the heartsease or pansy. The 
hairy violet is distinguished from the others because 
it has no smell and no trailers. 

Violets are easily found because of their smell, and 
for the same reason they make a good sale in the 
market. It is a curious fact that the flower of the 
violet can be turned by acids to a red colour, and by 
alkalies into green. A juice is also extracted from 
it, and it is given sometimes to young children. A 
medicine, too, is made from the root, which is given 
for sleeplessness, jaundice, and pleurisy, and many 
other diseases. 
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Howitt speaks of the violet — 

" When forth I go upon my way, 

A thousand joys are mine ! 
The clusters of dark violets, 

The wreaths of the wild vine. 
My jewels are the primrose pale. 

The bindweed and the rose ; 
And show me any courtly gem 

More beautiful than those." 

And now I will tell you something about the 
primrose. 

The primrose blooms about March or April, and 
its leaves are a light green, delicately crumpled. 
There is a field near here where the primrose grows 
in great abundance. The primrose has five petals, 
each dinted in the middle. The leaf has a thick 
backbone all up it, from which the veins shoot 
out. The pistil is a light green and so is the stalk. 
A primrose leaf is different to almost any other leaf, 
because it has no real stalk. In most plants the 
leaf is at the top of the stalk, but it is not so in 
the primrose. 

Tap was applauded too. She had laughed at first 
a little, once, when she caught Cousin Phillis's eye, 
but not enough to make a breakdown of it. I think 
I ought to tell you that the primrose part of her 
lecture was written entirely from her own observa- 
tion; she had not consulted any books at all. 
Mamma had told her that that would be a very 

L 2 
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good way "when she was writing about any flower 
that was actually blooming in the garden. Perhaps 
she might not be able to say so much as if she had 
looked in books, but what she did say would be more 
valuable because she had found it out for herselt 

The audience behaved beautifully. They could 
not have been more attentive if one of the grandest 
London professors had been addressing them. And 
that made Toe feel perfectly serious when he came 
forward to read his lecture. Like Tap's, it was 
rather short, and like Tap's about the primrose, it 
was written entirely from his own observation. He 
said it was much better fun making things up for 
yourself. Here it is : 

Dogs. 

There are' a great many kinds of dogs, the 
Newfoundland, the St. Bernard, the retriever, the 
collie, the Pomeranian, the King Charles, the Scotch 
terrier, the Skye terrier, the rat terrier, the Chinese 
pug, &c. 

The St. Bernard is the largest of all the dogs. It 
is used in the Alps, at the monastery of St. Bernard, 
to find some poor traveller who has fainted in the 
snow, and they have a flask of brandy round their 
necks to revive the people, and if they are children 
they carry them to the monastery. They are often 
used in Switzerland as we use horses. 



XVII.] THE VOTE OF THANKa 149 

The two next largest dogs are the Newfoundland 
and the mastiff. Every dog is noted for its faithful- 
ness to* its master, especially the Newfoundland. 
One day a little boy was bitten by a dog. Instead 
of being cross, he only said he thought the dog 
was another little boy come to play with him. 

The retriever and the collie are very fond of the 
water, and often save people from drowning. I read 
in a book of a man who wanted to get rid of his dog, 
so he took him to a pond, tied a stone round his 
neck and threw him into the water. As he did so 
he slipped and fell in. The dog, in spite of the stone 
round his neck, dragged him out, and the man never 
tried to drown his dog again. I do not know 
whether this story is true; if it is, it shows how 
faithful the dog is to its master. 

The principal food of the dog is bones. Some 
dogs like dog biscuits, and some do not care for 
them. Some are very different in their likes and 
dislikes to others. Some like cats and some don't. 
A little dog I know had some puppies, one of which 
we sent to London, where there was a kitten. The 
puppy was very fond of the kitten, and pretended 
to wash it. He first licked her all over and then 
rolled her on the carpet. Then it used to take the 
veiy dirtiest dusters and make an exhibition of them 
on the front steps, or else hide them somewhere or 
other. One day its kennel was being turned out, 
and in one comer there was quite a bed of dusters. 
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The mother of the Kttle puppy we sent to 
London is a link between a Chinese pug and a rat 
terrier. She is very intelligent, and not at all fond 
of the water. There is a door between the front 
hall and the back passage, and Nelly, for that was 
her name, was very troubled sometimes because the 
door is very often shut when she wants to get 
through into the dining-room. She followed us 
about a good deal, and she found out that by going 
up the back stairs and down the front, she could get 
into the dining-room. She is very fond of sugar^ 
and I am sure if you asked her what occupation 
she likes hesi, she would say eating. 

Skye terriers have very long hair. A lady 
I know has one whose name is Skye. The 
lady went away for some time and another lady 
came to call about something, and Skye was very 
pleased^ and thought she would bring his mistress 
home. The next time she came he was very angry, 
thinking that, as she did not bring his mistress back, 
she must have had something to do with taking 
her away. 

When dogs are sent to fetch anything they are 
chiefly guided by their sense of smell, which is very 
much stronger than ours. 

When Toe had finished his little lecture every 
one applauded. I think it my duty to tell yon, 
that though it sounded very nicely so far as the 
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composition went, the spelling was very funny, very 
funny indeed. I did at one time think that I 
would write it here exactly as it appeared in Toe's 
manuscript, only perhaps he might feel vexed 
about it afterwards, when he learnt to do better. 
Tou must remember he was a very little boy, 
not much more than eight years old, and he 
had done it all by himself, never asking any one 
to help him. 

When the audience began to applaud. Toe coughed, 
took some water, and sat down, not exactly knowing 
what was to happen next. After a little pause, to 
the children's great astonishment. Cousin FhiUis 
stood up, and, with a comical sort of twinkle in her 
eyes, spoke as follows : — 

"Friends, and fellow-members. As there is no 
gentleman present among the audience on this 
occasion, I feel it my duty to rise and propose a 
vote of thanks to the lecturers for the able and 
instructive manner in wliich they have addressed 
us. I am sure it is our own fault if we do not leave 
this room much wiser than when we entered. I 
have great pleasure, therefore, in proposing that the 
thanks of this meeting be given to Tip, Tap, and 
Toe, for the valuable information which they have 
afforded us, and for their kindness in coming amongst 
us this evening." 

Cousin Phillis sat down. There was a little pause 
again, during which the children did not know what 
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to do. It was magnificently like a real lecture, 
but at the same time rather embarrassing. 

Then Miss XJbie rose, and said : — 

" I have much pleasure in seconding the vote of 
thanks proposed by Cousin Phillis. I am sure no 
one who has followed the lecturers through their 
able and laborious analyses of the peculiarities of 
the animal and vegetable world, will deny that they 
have laid us under great obligation to them for the 
time and thought which must have been spent upon 
the preparation of the subjects. Those who approve 
of this motion will please to signify it by holding 
up their hands." 

A general uplifting of hands, including those of 
Tip, Tap, and Toe, who, not being able to under- 
stand Miss Ubie's speech, and not seeing the fun in 
her eyes, thought they must do as every one 
else did. 

" To the contrary," said Miss XJbie in an authorita- 
tive voice. 

Not so much as a finger to be seen anywhere. 

Miss Ubie turned to the table in front of the 
window. 

"Tip, Tap, and Toe, I have much pleasure in 
rising on behalf of this meeting, to offer you its 
unanimous vote of thanks for the able and eflBcient 
manner in which you have discharged your duties.*' 

Everybody applauded. Miss Ubie bowed to the 
lecturers, and sat down. Tip, Tap, and Toe looked 
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at each other. It was splendid fun, but just a little 
too much like the real thing; rather the same as 
when one is playing school and gets a caning that 
can be felt, instead of only make believe. They did 
not know a bit what to do. At last Tip remembered 
that when she had been to a missionary meeting 
with mamma, the chairman had had a vote of thanks 
given to him, and he had got up and made a speech 
about it. So after a little whispering amongst 
themselves, she rose and said : — 

" If you please, we are very much obliged to you 
for listening to us, and we shall be very glad if you 
will come to our next lecture. We don't know what 
it is going to be about yet, but we will be sure and 
tell you in time. I don't think I have got anything 
more to say." 

*' Then it's all over at last ! " said Toe, jubilantly, 
and, dashing into the midst of the audience, he 
climbed on mamma's knee and gave her a tremendous 
hug. After this there was a regular scrimmage of 
kissing and congratulation between the lecturers and 
the audience, which, if not the sort of thing that 
happens at a real museum society, was yet very 
delightful, and made a capital finish. Indeed, every- 
one had been so unnaturally proper for the last 
hour, that no end of laughiog, and shaking, and 
jumping, was necessary to bring things straight 
again. 

And then the audience dispersed, only mamma 
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staying behind to pay the fees, sixpence to each of 
the lecturers, and three sixpences into the museum 
money-box. What a rattle those three sixpences 
did make 1 It seemed as if one could buy almost 
everything with them. 

So ended another happy day, and you may be 
sure the three pocket-books boiled over again when 
the story of it had to be written in them that night, 
before the children went to bed. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

MAMMA IS STRUCK BY AN IDEA. 

You need not think, however, that amongst all 
these things, papa's home-coming, drawing so near 
now, was forgotten. No, indeed. Every day, and 
Taany times a day, the thought of him brightened 
the happy child-life which was lived at HoUybury. 
Daily little hands were clasped together for him, 
and little prayers sent up that God would bless him 
and bring him safely back. And of all beautiful 
things that could happen, that home-coming of hia 
shone out as the most beautiful. 

By and by the words " When papa comes home," 
became quite a proverb in the house. Scarcely a 
day passed without some little arrangement being 
made, or some little thing being thought of in way 
of preparation for him. That one thought seemed 
to lie at the bottom of everything, and shot up 
above ever3rthing, and surrounded everything. 
Papa's home-coming forgotten? rather not! 

It was now the end of May, and the Sumatra was 
expected very early in June. How early nobody 
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could quite tell, as it was not a mail steamer, and 
might be two or three days sooner or two or three 
days later, according to the weather they had in the 
Bay of Biscay and the Channel. But the first week 
in June it must be, all going well. 

Aunt Salome, Cousin PhiUis, and Miss XJbie had 
been gone ever so long. The children had had three 
out of their seven lectures; the others were to be 
left until papa himself could be one of the audience. 
The museum was still as dearly beloved as ever, but 
Tip, Tap, and Toe did not spend so much time up in 
the den now, for the days were so bright and long, and 
the sunshine so warm, and the flowers in the garden 
were growing so fast — ^yes, and the weeds, too — that 
most of their playtime had to be spent in keeping 
things tidy there; for the children had each two 
gardens, one up at the top, near the house, for flowers, 
and one right down at the bottom of the orchard, 
for vegetables. 

Once in the year they used to have a flower 
and vegetable show on the little bit of lawn under 
the cherry-tree, and mamma gave prizes for the 
best things. They managed it all themselves. They 
used to make tables out of the packing-cases, and 
cover them with the kitchen table-cloths ; and seats 
were arranged round, and they put up flags, and Toe 
played a penny trumpet and drum by way of band, 
and grandmamma, and mamma, and Aunt Caradora 
and Maisie, Pansy, Daisy, and Laddie, used to be the 
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company. It was almost as real as the lectures, espe- 
cially when the tickets with " First Prize," " Second 
Prize," and so on, were written out in large letters 
and laid upon the plates of beans, and lettuce, and 
gooseberries. But that, too, had been put off, like the 
remainder of the lectures, " until papa comes home," 

Aunt Alexia and Cousin Hilda were staying with 
them now. They had splendid long walks amongst 
the woods and lanes, and a pic-nic to the top of the 
Beacon hill, and Cousin Hilda used to play football 
with them in the orchard, and tennis on the grass 
plot, and cricket, and all sorts of games, besides 
helping them beautifully with their lessons. Of 
course Aunt Alexia had been told about the lectures, 
and had said she should very much like to hear one, 
but after having had a committee-meeting about it 
up in the den by themselves. Tip, Tap, and Toe 
decided that instead of giving Aunt Alexia a lecture, 
Aunt Alexia ought to give them one, and they were 
busy making up an official letter to be sent from the 
members of the Museum Council, requesting her to 
mention what evening would be most convenient for 
the purpose. This letter was almost as difiBcult to 
manage as the composition of the lecture tickets ; 
but, however, museum affairs are not what I meant 
to talk about in this chapter. 

It was the morning of Whit Monday ; holidays, 
therefore, and they were all, grown-ups as well as 
children, having a walk round the garden. 
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Ifow Hollybury was not a proper gardea at alL 
I'hings were mixed up ia it in a manner which would 
have shocked people of refined tastes. The rhubarb- 
beds ran up against the rose-trees, and the raspberry- 
canes reached out and nodded to the tall white 
Florentine lilies, just as if they had all been on the 
same social footing. And the parsley-beds, and the 
violet-beds, and the pot-herbs, and what might be 
called the full-dress flowers, such as lobelias, nas- 
turtiums, fuchsias, and geraniums laughed and 
talked together as if there were no such things in 
vegetable life as class distinctions. They did it in 
ignorance, of course, which was an excuse for them, 
but at the same time it was anything but proper. 

There was an orchard down at the bottom of the 
garden, as I have told you before, where the children 
had their vegetable gardens, and in the comer of the 
orchard a splendid old pear-tree, with three swings 
in it, one for each of them. There was also a 
Kibston pippin of the regular old-fashioned sort, 
so conveniently gnarled and knotted that they could 
use it equally well for sitting or climbing, or prac- 
tising gymnastics in. Next to the orchard came a 
long grass-plot which did for tennis, and then came 
potato-plots and sunflower-beds, bean-rows and holly- 
hock-rows, rockeries and cucumber hillocks, just 
as it happened, a narrow grass walk running the 
whole length of the garden under the hedge, past 
everything. 
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Next to the gooseberry-beds was a greenhouse 
with a very pretty rockery near it, scooped down 
into the ground, so that ferns and moss grew 
luxuriantly in it. By the greenhouse was the 
cherry-tree on the lawn, and round the lawn the 
children's flower gardens; and then, beyond these, 
a little enclosed space for a farm-yard, with pig-sties 
in it, and pens for fowls. There were no pigs kept 
there, Emma using the sty instead as a receptacle for 
all her empty meat tins and bits of broken crockery, 
and there was such an accumulation of them now 
that she wondered very much whatever she should 
do with them. You will find out by and by. But 
there were fowls — ^ten or a dozen of them — three 
belonging to Tip, Tap, and Toe. Tap's hen was 
sitting now upon thirteen eggs, and Tip's had a 
family of seven little chickens. Toe was selling his 
eggs to mamma now, fifteen for a shiDing, and so he 
did not want his hen to sit, but she had had a very 
fine brood the year before. 

From the children's gardens a little gate, over 
which hung a golden-blossomed laburnum, led into 
a gravelled yard, close round about the back of the 
house. There was the kennel, but as Miss Nelly, 
the dog which mamma had brought from India, was 
far too dainty a little person to live out-of-doors in 
that way, two rabbits occupied the place instead, and 
had a fine time of it, being just in the way of any 
one coming in from the garden with parsley and 
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dandelions. Then came the stable, and the harness- 
room, and the coach-house, which were none of 
them of very much use, as the only carriage which 
papa and mamma kept at HoUybury was an empty 
cjaret-box mounted on four wooden wheels, and 
drawn by the children with a rope. This, though 
useful enough for collecting stones and weeds in, did 
not need an apartment for its own special accom- 
modation, so the coach-house was given up to Toe 
as a carpenter's shop, and the harness-room and 
stables were convenient for playing hide-and-seek. 
Next to them came the den — the dear, delightful den 
— and just opposite the den was a bit of shrubbery 
which formed the boundary of that part of the 
garden. 

It looked pretty enough from the window of the 
den, especially when the laburnum was in blossom, 
and the fir-trees were putting out their young green 
blooming spines, but inside it was a very melan- 
choly-looking place. Of course, as so little air or 
sunlight got into it, scarcely anything would grow. 
The people who lived at Hollybury just before papa 
and mamma came, used to throw their rubbish, and 
all sorts of old things into it, because they could not 
be seen from outside. Emma soon cleared all that 
away, and the place looked tidy, now, to any extent, 
but it was not in the least cheerful. Once, in the 
very hot weather of the year before, the children 
had tried sitting there to learn their lessons, but it 
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had made them so low-spirited to see nothing but 
dead, leafless branches all round about them inside, 
that they were very glad to come out again. The 
place was really no use for anything but to play 
hide-and-seek in. 

"What a pity it all looks so dead and uncom- 
fortable ! " said Aunt Alexia, as they passed it on 
their way down to the orchard. "If I were 
you I should be disposed to have all the under- 
wood cut down and let the fresh air get through 
it. It is enough to give one the creeps as it 
is now." 

That was true enough. The only way was not to 
look at it, or only to look on the outside, where the 
larch tassels and laburnum blossoms were tossing 
as merrily as though everything underneath had 
been quite proper. And then Aunt Alexia, and 
Cousin Hilda, and the children went on to the 
orchard, where they were going to have a game 
with the new football which auntie had brought 
for Toe. 

Mamma staid behind looking into the desolate 
old bit of shrubbery. What a pity the sunlight 
from outside had nothing better to play upon when 
it got through than those dead branches and the diy, 
baked brown earth ! Could not somethiug be made 
of it ? Were there not some sorts of plants that did 
not care very much whether they were in the sun- 
shine or out of it, and could not one persuade some 
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of them to grow there if only the ground were dug 
up and made a little bit comfortable for them? 

'* It ought to look different before papa comes 
home," said mamma to herself. " It shall look 
different before papa comes home." 

A thought came into her mind as she stood there 
looking through the vista of dead, dry branches. 
What a pleasant little summer parlour that shrub- 
bery might be if the dead wood and some of the 
bushes were cut away, and a winding path made 
from one end to the other, a winding path with a 
raised bank on each side, and rockwork with ferns 
and ivy upon the bank ! 

As she looked the whole thing seemed to grow 
up before her. Plenty of stone could be got 
from the hills, and plenty of ferns from the hedge- 
sides, and — 

What a capital idea ! 

The rubbish out of the pigsty would make the 
banks on either side. 

When mamma thought of this she felt as happy 
as if she had foimd a silver sixpence. And Emma 
would be happier still, because that rubbish had 
been such a weight upon her mind for the last few 
months. Before Aunt Alexia came back with the 
children from the game of football, the whole thing 
was planned. Coop, the man who gardened for 
them, would come and help; Harry, the out-door 
boy, would fetch up the rubbish ; Cousin Hilda and 
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Tip would go off after the stone-man, and Toe would 
bring his axe and saw to do away with the dead 
branches. 

Aunt Alexia thought it was a splendid idea, and 
went into the house to write her letters. 
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CHAPTEE XIX, 



LANDSCAPE GARDENING. 



Cousin Hilda and Tip started oflf first thing to 
look after Tenby, a man up the lane who kept a 
horse and cart, and used to fetch stone from the 
quarry, and then to tell Coop the gardener to come 
as soon as he could. Harry was delighted to leave 
his work of knife and shoe cleaning, and help instead 
to bring the rubbish from the farmyard. Toe fetched 
his saw and was presently busy upon the dead 
branches ; and Tap, who could not rest without help- 
ing too, fetched the carriage, that is to say the claret 
case mounted on wheels, and went round the garden 
collecting every bit of stone and tQe and broken 
slate that she could find, for they would need a great 
deal more than Emma's heap to make the banks on 
each side all down the length of the shrubbery. 

Mamma marked out the zig-zag path first with a 
lump of white chalk. The shrubbery was about 
twelve yards long, or perhaps a little more, so that 
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by making the path wind about, it came to a very 
respectable length ; and here and there she left little 
spaces where seats could be put. Harry brought the 
rubbish, barrow load after barrow load ; but when he 
had quite emptied the pigsty, and searched every 
nook and comer of the farmyard, and when Tap had 
made the garden as clear of bricks and stones and 
tiles as the orchard was of dandelions, there was still 
quite half the path to be banked up on either side, 
and where was anything to come from for banking 
it up? 

" I know, ma'am," said Harry, brightly ; " there's 
Mrs. Anson, she's got ever such a big heap of rubbish 
up at the corner, nigh hand Topple's field, and she 
was only saying yesterday was a week what a good 
thing if somebody would carry it away for her. She 
don't like no rubbish about, don't Mrs. Anson." 

Now Mrs. Anson was the old widow woman who 
took care of Harry. I think I have not told you 
before that Harry was what they call a boarded-out 
child. He had no parents living, and had been 
brought up in the Union Workhouse of Corlingham, 
the nearest big town to HoUybury. He would have 
staid there until it was time to apprentice him, but 
for the boarding-out system, which takes children 
from the crowded workhouses, where they are 
brought up and treated lilce little machines, and 
distributes them about amongst respectable people in 
villages, where they are kept for so much a week. 
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some lady undertaking to look after each one, and 
see that he is properly clothed and kindly treated. 

Aunt Caradora was the lady who looked after 
Harry, and he lived with Mrs. Anson, who was very 
kind to him, so that he was altogether much happier 
than if he had been brought up in the crowded 
workhouse at Corlingbam, amongst three or four 
hundred other children, with no one ever to speak a 
kind word to him or care whether he lived or died. 
He was about as comfortable now as any little boy 
need wish to be, for Aunt Caradora took care that he 
was properly looked after ; and I am sure if you had 
seen his bright, smiling face, you would have known 
that he had nothing to complain of. 

Well, it was a capital idea about Mrs. Anson's 
rubbish heap. Off went Harry at once with the 
barrow, and let no grass grow under his feet either, 
for in less than a quarter of an hour he was back 
again with a load of broken pots, tins, kettles, meat 
cans, and all sorts of fragments. 

" And Mrs. Anson, ma'am, she says it *s the best 
thing has happened to her this long time past, to get 
rid of 'em, for she's a wanting the comer for a 
donkey shed, and I 'd have had to have lifted them 
for her somewheres else a good bit off, if you hadn't 
have wanted them. And there's more, ma'am, 
where these come from, as many as ever you want to 
finish the banks right up." 

'* Very well, Harry, fetch away as fast as you can." 
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And Harry did fetch away as fast as he could, 
Mrs. Anson's cottage not being more than a couple of 
hundred yards up the road, and by one o'clock they 
had got the banks made from one end of the 
shrubbery to the other, with a zig-zag path about 
three feet wide between. And what was another 
very good thing, you might have gone round the 
farmyard and the garden and the orchard from 
beginning to end, and looked as carefully as you 
liked, and you would not have found so much as a 
broken flower-pot, or a fragment of crockery, or an 
empty meat tin, or a bit of tile or slate or brick any- 
where, so well had they all been gathered up and 
put where they could be of some use in the world. 

Cousin Hilda and Tip came back to say that 
Tenby would bring two loads of stone that very 
afternoon. Coop, the gardener, had gone out into 
the fields with his six children, that being Whit- 
Monday, and a holiday ; but his wife said he would 
be sure to be in by tea-time, and he should come 
first thing afterwards, and bring his barrow, and 
maybe some bits of stonecrop and houseleek, for 
they had " oceans " of it growing all over the roof of 
the back premises, and it would look a deal better in 
the HoUybury shrubbery than where it was now. 

" It *s getting the right thing into the right place, 
that 's just what it is," said Cousin Hilda, reflectively. 
" But all the same the houseleek looks very pretty 
on Mrs. Coop's back premises." 
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Aunt Alexia could not help laughing when she 
came out about one o'clock, and saw the appearance 
which the shrubbery presented. It was very empty, 
now that so much dead wood had been carried away. 
The sunlight had room to pour in and flicker about 
and dance from end to end if it liked. Only that at 
present there was nothing remarkably pretty for it to 
dance about upon. The winding path was described 
by a rough chalk line, on each side of which, to the 
height of a couple of feet, rose a most miscellaneous 
collection of rubbish, bottles without any necks, and 
necks without any bottles to them, tops and bottoms 
of flower-pots, halves and quarters of bricks, frag- 
ments of slate and tile, saucepans, kettles, and super- 
annuated tea-pots, small specimens of almost every 
kind of crockery which had been in use in Mrs. 
Anson's cottage and the cottages round about her 
for the last ten years ; empty meat tins from 
Chicago, empty lobster tins from Nova Scotia, empty 
salmon tins from Oregon, empty apple tins from 
California, empty chutney bottles from Calcutta, 
empty guava jelly bottles from Delhi, empty all 
sorts of tins from Australia and Tasmania; and if 
there are any other places where tins come from, 
there were sure to be specimens somewhere up or 
down that bank which contained Emma's accumula- 
tions ever since she had lived at Hollybuiy. 

"They come from the ends of the earth," said 
Aunt Alexia, with a meditatively mischievous ex- 
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pression. And then, seeing that Cousin Hilda looked 
rather shocked at this irreverent application of the 
first line of her favourite poem, she went on : — 

** They come from the ends of the earth, 
White with its aged snows : " 

" That 's the lobster tins from Nova Scotia, Tip." 

** From the bounding breast of the tropic tide, 
Where the day beam ever glows : " 

" That's peach tins from San Francisco." 

" From the East, where first they dwelt ; 

" That 's chutney bottles from Delhi." 

" From the north, and the sonth, and the west. 
Where the sun puts on his robe of light. 
And lays down his crown to rest : " 

"That must be where the Oregon salmon comes 
from, judging by the magnificent red and yellow of 
the pictures on the pots. Now let us go on : — 

** They come—" 

" No, you shall not go on," said Cousin HUda. " I 
shall never hear that beautiful poem again without 
thinking of empty meat tins and oily salmon pots. 
And I used to be so fond of saying it over to myself. 

" Very well ; then suppose we take something else. 
There is a fine fragment, as we seem to be allied 
with fragments here, about Marius amongst the ruins 
of Carthage, and it is not irrelevant, on account of 
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that old tin that has had some dates from Tunis in it. 
It begins like this : — 

" See him, with folded arms and mighty brow " 

But here the dinner-bell rang for the children. 
And to punish Aunt Alexia for taking such liberties 
-with the British poets, mamma said that she should 
not be allowed to look into the shrubbery again until 
it was quite finished. She was not even to give a 
hint, or a help, or a suggestion about it. 

'* All right," said Aunt Alexia, resignedly. " Not 
that it makes very much diflPerence, for you know 
the Japan mail goes out to-morrow, and I shall be 
obliged to spend all the rest of the day writing my 
letter to Hubert, At the same time, you do not 
know what you have lost." 

"Nor what the British poets have gained," said 
mamma. 

" Success to the international, or cosmopolitan, or 
Transatlantic and Pacific rockery," replied Aunt 
Alexia, waving her hand and disappearing in the 
direction of her own room. 

There was nothing much to be done in the after- 
noon, so they all rested. Tenby brought his two 
loads of fine large pieces of stone and deposited them 
at the entrance to the shrubbery, and after tea Coop 
the gardener came, according to promise, with a 
barrow-load of stonecrop and houseleek. He and 
Harry set to work to overlay the bank, first with 
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rough clods of earth dug out from one comer of the 
farmyard, where they wanted a pit preparing for 
next autumn's leaves, then with Emma's ash heap 
out of the coal-house. 

" And, Coop, you couldn't have done me a better 
turn," she said, " than to clear it away, for it's been 
in my road this many a day, and it's a deal more 
wanted where you're going to put it. I shall be 
able to turn round now and feel comfortable, with 
the coal-place and the farmyard as tidy as they are. 
My old missis had used to say * There's a place for 
everything, if only you know where to fiud it ; ' but 
I was puzaled to know where the pots and pans 
could do a good day's work. They're doing it now, 
though, to my thinking." 

When the foundation had thus been prepared 
Coop, under mamma's direction, placed the stones 
to look as rugged and wild and irregular as possible, 
and then Harry fetched some barrow-loads of finer 
earth from the bottom of the garden, and they scat- 
tered it carefully over, to make a bed for the plants 
which were to come next. Having got thus far, 
they rested for the night, Aunt Alexia being still 
strictly forbidden to even so much as look in the 
direction of the shrubbery, if she happened to pass 
that way. 



CHAPTER XX. 



PAPA COMES HOME. 



Next morning, first thing after breakfast — for, of 
course, being Whitsuntide, the children were learn- 
ing no lessons for a day or two— mamma, Cousin 
HUda, Tip, Tap, Toe, and Harry, set out with a 
hamper and five baskets, not telling anyone what 
they were going to do. 

Fortimately the Japan letter took a great deal of 
writing that week, and Aunt Alexia, who was de- 
termined not to give in or let anyone see that she 
felt her banishment from th« international rockery, 
assured mamma that she could not spend the 
morning in a more delightful manner than by 
writing to Hubert, and giving a description of 
what was going on at Hollybury. Besides, she 
had promised not to look, and so had grand- 
mamma, and strict injunctions were left that Aunt 
Caradora, if she happened to come in, was not to 
look either, because mamma wanted it to be a 
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surprise, like the den, only that the children were 
in the secret this tima 

They went to a lane about five minutes* walk 
from the house, a lane where there was a deep 
ditch with a high hedge-bank on the other side, 
and on this bank grew any quantity of the common 
male fern, which shoots out such gi'eat strong, rich 
fronds in May and June. This year, the season 
being early, they were almost in perfection by the 
end of May. 

The hamper and two of the baskets were soon 
filled with these ferns. Harry worked away, fear- 
ing neither mud, nettles, briars, nor brambles, for 
he felt as much interested in that rockery as any- 
one. Tlie other baskets were filled witli moss, 
ground ivy, wild celery, silver- weed, and other 
soi*ts of hardy, wild things, because they could 
not expect to get many flowers to grow in the 
shrubbery, where so little sunlight ever reached 
them. 

When the baskets were full, the party came 
home. Cousin Hilda, as advanced guard, looking 
out to see that neither Aunt Alexia nor anyone 
else was in sight, as they hurried to the rockery 
with their treasures. 

Mamma planted the ferns deep down, their deli- 
cate green leaves showing so fairly against the 
rough grey stone; and then she put in the moss 
and ground ivy, and little clumps of wild celery, 
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and bosses of yellow crowfoot^ and red and white 
nettle. That they were weeds made not the least 
diflference, so long as they were pretty. And great 
trailing stems of cleavers, or bedstraw, had come up 
with the other things; these mamma took parti- 
cular care of, as they would by and by take hold 
of the fencing on one side the shrubbery, and 
cover it with their clinging green. 

"It does begin to look beautiful, ma'am," said 
Harry, who watched all the proceedings with intense 
satisfaction, feeling that he and Mrs. Anson were, 
in a peculiar sense, at the bottom of everything. 
''This place is going to look a lot different to 
what it had used to do." 

"Yes, indeed," said Tip, who was busy clearing 
away the little bits of dead leaves and sticks from 
the plants, before mamma put them in their places. 
"And the best of it is, it isn't going to cost us 
anything, except the stones. There's only our 
trouble, and that isn't a trouble, it's a pleasure 
instead. Oh, if papa could only be here to see it, 
whilst it is all nice and fresh ! " 

" Papa vdll see it," said mamma, smiling. *' At 
least, I hope so, and before long too." 

If they could but have known ! Of course they 
expected the Sumatra was tumbling about some- 
where in the Channel. 

"And then," mamma continued, "it will keep 
growing prettier and prettier all through the 
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summer, when the plants get hold of the ground, 
and the fern-leaves grow larger and stronger. We 
shall have many a happy time here, I hope, when 
papa comes home." 

"When papa comes home," said Tip, repeating 
the proverb, which was so familiar now. And then 
she went to work with renewed diligence at the 
trimming of the leaves. 

"You could do with a lot more plants, though, 
ma'am," suggested Harry, seeing that the hamper 
and all the baskets were empty now. " If we'd got 
twice as many you wouldn't have any over. Think 
I'll need to go to the lane bank again, ma'am ? " 

" Yes, Harry, you may, and just dig your spade 
in and bring anything that comes up first. And 
Tip, you can go and bring me some of that willow- 
herb that is growing wfld at the bottom of the 
orchard ; and Tap, take your basket and look about 
amongst the gooseberry and raspberry beds, and try 
if you cannot find some nice little spreading plants 
— speedwell, chickweed, pimpernel, or something of 
that sort. Stick your trowel well down and bring 
up plenty of earth with each, and then they will 
never know that they have come away from home." 

Away went Tap, and soon found plenty of the 
little homely things, which, there amongst the 
gooseberries and raspberries, were only weeds, but 
which, nestled in between the grey stonework of the 
rockery, looked quite pretty and picturesque. It 
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was rather a drawback having no flowers. Prim- 
rose roots they transplanted, and plenty too, from 
those which grew in such abundance under the 
ivy wall by the front gate, but primrose blossoms 
there would be none until next year. And violet 
roots, too, they brought from under that ivy wall, 
but of course they had done flowering long ago. 
However, they must be content with what they 
could get. Mamma sent Toe to dig up little tufts 
of grass from all along under the orchard hedge, 
and these she planted in the crevices where the 
rockwork was built upon the ground. They looked 
just as if they had grown there of their own accord, 
and gave a delightful appearance of naturalness and 
wildness to the whole thing. 

Tap was particularly pleased with the tufts of 
grass. 

'' Nobody would ever think, mamma, that you had 
planted them. They look exactly as if they had 
sprung up by themselves. One might think the 
rockery had been here ever so long, instead of 
having been begun only yesterday. Oh, won't 
Aunt Alexia be surprised? I am sure she won't 
make fun of it any more." 

"I think, instead," said Cousin Hilda, "she will 
say that it is a sort of enchanted island, and that 
Ariel and Prospero have been at work upon it. 
And the little corners and ins and outs seem as if 
Caliban might hide in them." 



XX.] PAPA COMES HOME. 177 

'• Yes, and there are a few dry sticks left yet for 
him to gather up/' said Tip, who knew about Tht 
Tempest^ for they had been reading it aloud only 
a few nights before. "But mamma, don't you 
think ?" 

And Tip hesitated. It seemed almost wrong 
even to suggest a failing where everything was so 
pretty. 

" Well, Tip, what ought we to think ? " 

'' Well, don't you think it looks just a little bit 
too green? Tou see, except the stonework, it's all 
so much one sort of colour." 

" That's exactly what I have been thinking," said 
mamma. *' And yet we cannot get flowers to grow 
here, out of the sunlight and the dew. We must 
be content with humble little plants that can 
manage to live their life without many mercies. 
If a peony or two, or that splendid pink fumitory, 
or even nasturtiums, could bloom here, they would 
make the place look quite different ; but they won't, 
and so it's no use." 

"I know what we could do," said Toe; "plant 
some red beetroot. It's grown up ever so high on 
the bed, and Coop says he shall have to thin it 
next time he comes. Why couldn't we thin it 
into here ? " 

"A capital idea, and thank you very much for 
it. Toe. Here, Harry, you fetch the spade, and we 

N 
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will go and choose out some nice thick clumps, and 
plant them in amongst the green." 

They did so, and it was wonderful what a dififer- 
ence the rich crimson and olive of the beet leaves 
made, shooting up amidst the low-growing plants, 
their juicy stems showing like coral as the sunlight 
streamed upon them. Toe's satisfaction knew no 
bounds. He quite danced for delight. 

" Oh, mamma, the green makes the red better, 
and the red makes the green greener, and everything 
does look ever so pretty ! And now don't you think 
if we had something tall to plant on the top, where 
the bank goes up against the hedge. The hedge 
is so very dead. I do wish we could hide it." 

''I am afraid we shall have to wait for that," 
said mamma, " until the bedstraw has had time to 
grow up a little. We might, though, go about the 
garden and look for the tallest of the willow-herbs. 
They are so hardy, they will bear transplanting at 
any time, and whether they flower or not, they are 
handsome looking weeds. They will hide the hedge 
as well as anything." 

So they set off into the garden, and found some 
beautiful tall plants amongst the raspberry canes. 
These were dug up with plenty of earth about them, 
and set at the back of the rockery, where they 
towered up with quite an imposing air against the 
dead hedge. One could not have had anything 
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more suitable, they spread oat so, and made so 
much of themselves, just as if they knew that they 
had had what might be considered a lift in the 
world, a position at the top end of the garden where 
they would be looked at and taken notice of, though 
scarcely ever a ray of sunlight reached them, being 
so much better than obscurity and plenty of fresh 
air amongst the raspberry canes, foolish folk that 
they were. 

Then another improvement struck Cousin Hilda. 

''Don't you think, auntie," she said, "if we 
got some of the broad leaved perennial beet, and 
planted that in too. Somehow it seems as if 
we wanted a little more bulk and massiveness 
amongst the foliage. It is all too light, and 
feathery, and small." 

Mamma thought that was a very good idea, also. 
So some stones were built up here and there, so as 
to rise well above the rest, and great clumps of the 
broad leaved kind of beet put in. They made 
almost as much improvement as the darker ones 
had done. Their broad, massive leaves, reflecting 
the sunlight from their polished upper surfaces, 
gave light above and shadow beneath, whilst they 
brought out by contrast the fineness and delicacy 
of the fern clusters. And then at the comers of the 
zig-zig, mamma planted masses of ribbon grass, or 
bunches of leeks, whose spiky, clear cut leaves, 



180 WHEN PAPA COMES HOME. [chap. 

if one made believe very much, looked almost like 
clumps of palms. 

Finally Harry made a suggestion, which was, that 
he should go to Mrs. Anson's orchard, where two 
or three veiy old apple-trees had been blown down 
the winter before, and still lay there, waiting to be 
cut up for firewood. They were covered all over, 
he said, with pretty grey lichen, and if he broke 
oflF a few of the smaller branches, they would look 
very pretty worked in amongst the hedge. 

Toe went with him, to help to carry. They must 
have worked hard, for they soon came back looking 
like walking Jack-in-the-greens, only that it was 
not green but silvery grey. When these branches 
were woven in amongst the dead twigs of the 
thorn hedge at the back of the shrubbery, they really 
had a very good effect. Then there was the stone- 
crop and the houseleek to be disposed of. 

This was laid over the stone, in parts where it 
could catch all the sun that ever came. Together 
with the mossy apple-tree branches, it gave the 
whole place quite an old look. One might think 
everything had been there for years, it all seemed 
to belong together so comfortably. 

"We only want one thing more, Toe," said 
mamma, " and that you can do at your leisure." 

" What is that, mamma ? " 

** A seat here, where I have left this little space 
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for it. There is that bit of plank which was spared 
from the shelves in the den. It has been in the 
harness-room ever since, doing nothing. Next 
time Coop comes, he shall help you to put four legs 
on it. Those knobs we took from under your chest 
of drawers will do very well ; you remember you 
said the drawers were so high you could not reach 
to see yourself in the looking-glass, so I had the 
feet taken off. If we had them put on the plank 
now, and the plank painted brown, it would make 
quite a tidy little seat. Or perhaps Harry could 
help with it, as well as Coop, and then you can 
set to work to-morrow, the last holiday day. But 
now Harry, let us clear up a little, before we send 
to tell Aunt Alexia she may come." 

So they swept away the remains of the chalk line, 
and aU the bits of stick, and the dead leaves, and the 
ends and stalks that were littering about, and Harry 
fetched a rug out of the house, and spread it on the 
prettiest part of the shrubbery; and whilst Cousin 
Hilda went to fetch Aunt Alexia, who was still busy 
over her Japan letter, mamma. Tip, Tap, and Toe, 
sat down to admire the finished result of their 
labours. 

Really one could not know the place again. 
Though it was not very far from one end to the 
other, the banks turned about so, and the rockwork 
and the biggest plants had been arranged so as to 
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block up the view of the path on in front, and you 
could not tell either where it began or where it 
ended, it might be ever so long. And the willow- 
herbs shot up tall and stately where a little height 
was wanted, and the grass tufts quivered in the 
breeze, and the sunlight turned the beet leaves to 
russet and crimson and ivory, and the sharp, clear- 
cut points of the leek leaves reminded you of clumps 
of aloes — it was aloes I meant, not palm-trees. I 
was sure something was wrong there, but I could not 
just at the time make out what it was. And at the 
end, where the path opened out into the front part of 
the garden, you could catch, through the space left 
by the lopping away of the dead branches, a lovely 
glimpse of the hillSj blue and misty in the afternoon 
light. And even the birds seemed to know that 
something was different, for they came and whistled 
in the boughs of the big old Portugal laurel, as they 
never thought of doing when there was nothing to 
whistle to but dead wood and brown earth. 

"If we only had papa here just now," said 
mamma, as she sat there amongst the waving ferns, 
with Tip, Tap, and Toe all nestled up about her, 
the sunlight smiting down through the laburnum- 
tree on their bright laughing faces. " If we only had 
papa here just now I " 

There was a footstep on the path, and a moving 
«»^adow on the big piece of grey rock, which held up 
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the very finest and rosiest of the beet leaf clumps ; 
and two strong arms were stretched out and put 
round the whole four of them, mamma, Tip, Tap, 
and Toe, folding them up so tight that they could 
not move one bit. And perhaps they did not want 
to move, either — 

For papa had come home ! 



THE END. 
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BURKE.— LETTERS, TRA(n:S, AND SPEECHESON IRISH AFFAIRS. 
By Edmund Burkb. Arranged and Edited by Matthew Arnold, with a 
Ireface. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

BURNAND.— MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE DONE WITH IT. By 
F. C. BuRNAND. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

BURNETT. — ^Works by Frances Hodgson Burnett, Author of "That 
'C^ Lass o' Lowrie's" :— 

HAWORTH'S. a Novel. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

LOUISIANA ; and THAT LASS O' LOWRIE'S. Two Stories. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

BU RN S.— THE POETICAL WORKS OF ROBERT BURNS. Edited from 
the best printed and manuscript Authorities, with Glossarial Index and a 
Biographical Memoir, by Alexander Smith. Two Vols. Fcap. 8vo, haxid- 
made paper with PortKut of Bums, and Vignette of the Twa Dogs, engraved by 
Shaw, and printed on India Paper. X2«. 

COMPLETE WORKS OF. Edited with Memoir by Alexander Smith. 
(Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 31. 6d. 

BUTLER'S HUDIBR AS. Part L Edited, with Introductbn and Notef. 
by Alfred Milnes, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 3«. 6d. 

BYRON.— POETRY OF BYRON. Chosen and arranged by Matthbw 
Arnold. (Golden Treasury Series.) z8ma 4^. 6d. Large Paper Bdition. 
Crown 8vo. gs. 
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CARROLL. — ^Works by Lewis Carroll:— 

ALICE'S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND. With Forty-two Illustra- 
tions by Tennikl. 68th Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

A GERMAN TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Tenniel's lUustra- 
tions. Crown Bvo, i^lt. 6s. 

A FRENCH TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. With Tenniel's Illustra- 
tions. Crown Bvo, gilt. 6s. 

^w-JJ-^^^^^-'^T^^^^^'^^S?^ OF THE SAME. By T. P. Rossbtte. 
With Tenniel's Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 6*. 

THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS, ANtT WHAT ALICE FOUND 
THERE. With Fifty Illustrations by Tenniel. Crown Bvo, gilt. 6*. sand 
Thousand. 

THE HUNTING OF THE SNARK. An Agony in Eight Fits. With Nine 
Illustrations by H. Holiday. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gUt edges, as. 6d. iBth 
Thousand. 

DOUBLETS. AWordPuxzle. iBmo. m. 

PHANTASMAGORIA. A new Edition, with lUustrations, by W. B. Frost. 
C'own Bvo. ^j^ the Press. 

^^VJ^P7---:A CENTURY OF EMBLEMS. By G. S. Cautley. Vicar 
of Nettleden Author of " The After Glow," etc. With numerous Illustrations 
by Lady Marion Alford, Rear-Admiral Lord W. Compton. the Ven. 
Lord A. Compton, R. Barnes, J. D. Cooper, and the Author. Pott 410, 
cloth elegant, gilt elegant. 10*. 6rf. * 

^^5^*.^,?^^ ^^. ^^^c J-^^^- Sdections from Ae WoA, of 4. 
First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory Essay by E. 
Jenkins. (Golden Treasury Series.) iBmo. 45. 6d. 

CHILDREN'S POETRY. By the author of -John HaUfax, Gentle- 
man." Extra Fcap. Bvo. 4*. 6d. 

CHRISTMAS CAROL (A). Printed in Colours from Original Designs 
by Mr. and Mrs. Trevor Crispin, with Illuminated Borders from MSS. of the 
14th and 15th Centuries. Imp. 4to, cloth elegant. Cheaper Edition. 21*. 

CHURCH (A. J.).— HORiE TENNYSONIANvE, Sive Eclogas e Tennysono 
Latine redditx. Cura A. J. Church, A.M. Extra fcap. Bvo. 6s. 

CLIFFORD.— ANYHOW STORIES-MORAL AND OTHERWISE. By 
Mrs. W. K. Clifford. With Illustrations by Dorothy Tennant. Crown Bvo. 
3*. 6d. 

CLOUGH (ARTHUR HUGH).— thb^ POEMS AND PROSE 
REMAINS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH. With a Selection from his 
Letters, and a Memoir. Edited by his Wife. With Portrait Two Vols. Crown 
Bvo. 2 1 J. 

THE POEMS OF ARTHUR HUGH CLOUGH, sometime Fellow of Oriel 
College, Oxford. Eighth Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 6s. 

CLUNES.— THE STORY OF PAULINE: An Autobiography By G. C. 
Clunes. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

COLERIDGE.— HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. A Novel. By 
Ckristabel R. Coleridge. Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

COLLECTS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND, with a 
beautifully Coloured Floral Design to each Collect, and Illuminated Cover. 
Crown Bvo. xis. Also kept in various styles of morocco. 
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COLLIER.— A PRIMER OF ART. By John Collier. i8mo. x*. 

CO LQUHOUN.— RHYMES AND CHIMES. By F. S. Colquhoun (n«e 
F. S. Fuller MaitlandV Extra fcap. 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

COOPER.— SEBASTIAN. A Novel. By Kathbrink Coofbr. Crown 8vo. 
6s. 

COWPER.— POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Biographical Introduction, 
by Rev. W. Benham, B.D. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. sj. 6d. 

CRANE— GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES: A Selection from the Household 
Stories. Translated from the German by Lucy Cranb, and done into Pictures 
by Walter Crane. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

*»* Also an Edition, limited to 350 Copies, printed on large paper. Royal 8vo. ax«. 

CRANE LECTURES ON ART AND THE FORMATION OF TASTE. 
By Lucy Crane. With Illustrations by Thomas and Walter Crane. 
Crown 8vo. i7i**t rtady. 

CRAWFORD— MR. ISAACS. A Tale of Modem India. By F. Marion 
Crawford. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. [/» th^^ss. 

DANTE ; AN ESSAY. By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, D.C.L., Dean of 
St. Paul's. With a Translation of the "De Monarchia." By F. J. Church. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE "DE MONARCH lA." Separately. 8vo. 4». &/. 

THE PURGATORY. Edited, with Translation and Notes, by A. J. Butlbr. 
Crown 8vo. X3f. 6d. 

DAY.— BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. By the Rev. Lal Bbhari Day. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

DAYS OF OLD ; STORIES FROM OLD ENGLISH |H1ST0RY. By 

the Author of " Ruth and Her Friends." New Edition. x8mo. as, 6d, 

DEMOCRACY — An American Novel. Crown 8vo. ^.64, 

Also a POPULAR EDITION, in Paper Wrapper, crown 8vo, price ONE 
SHILLING. 

DE MORGAN (MARY).— THE NECKLACE OF THE PRINCESS 
FIORIMONDE, and other Stories. With 25 lUustraticns by Walter Crane. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

*»* Also an Edition printed by Messrs. R. and R. Clark, on hand-made paper, the 
plates, initial letters, head and tail pieces being printed on Indian paper and mounted 
in the text. Fcap. 410. The Edition is Limited to one Hundred Copies. 

DEUTSCHE LYRIK. By Dr. Buchkbim. (Golden Treasury Scries.) 
i8mo. 4f. 6d, 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF PARIS, 1882. An Unconventional 
Handbook. With |Maps, Plans, &c. i8mo. Paper cover, zs. Cloth, z#. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF LONDON, x88a. (Fourth 
Year.) An Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. z8mo. Paper 
cover, IS. Cloth, xs. 6d. 

DICKENS'S DICTIONARY OF THE THAMES, z8&i. An 

Unconventional Handbook. With Maps, Plans, &c. Paper cover, x$. Cloth. 
IS. 6d. 

DICKENS'S CONTINENTAL A.B.C. RAILWAY GUIDE. 

Published on the first of each Month. z8mo. xs. 
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DILLWYN (E. A.).-— THE REBECCA RIOTER. A Story of KUlay 
Life. Two Vols. Crown 8vo. qis. 

DOTTY, AND OTHER POEMS. By J. L. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

DRYDEN.— POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited, with a Memoir, by W. D. 
Christie, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3*. 6e/. 

DUFF (GRANT).— MISCELLANIES. POLITICAL and LITERARY. 
By the Right Hon. M. E. Grant Duff, M.P. Svo. 10s. 6d. 

DUNSMUIR (AMY).-— VIDA; Study of a Girl New Edition. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

EBERS.— THE BURGOMASTER'S WIFE; a Tale of the Siege of Leyden. 
By Dr.*GBORG Ebbrs, Author of "The Egyptian Princess," &c. Translated 
by Clara Bell. Crown 8va 4;. 6d. 

ELSIE ; A LOWLAND SKETCH. By A. C. M. Crown Svo. 6*. 

ENGLISH MEN OF LETTERS. Edited by John Mokley. Crown 

8vo. 3J. 6d. each. 

JOHNSON. By Leslie Stbvhbn. 
SCOTT. By R. H. Hutton. 
GIBBON. By J. C. Morison. 
SHELLEY. By J. A. Symonds. 
HUME. By Professor Huxley. 
GOLDSMITH. By William Black. 
DEFOE. By W. Minto. * 
BURNS. By Principal Shairp. 

SPENSER. By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, Dean of St. Paul's. 
THACKERAY. By Anthony Trollopk. 
BURKE. By John Morley. 
MILTON. By Mark Pattison. 
HAWTHORNE. By Henry James, Junr. 
SOUTH EY. By Professor Dowden. 
CHAUCER. By A. W. Ward. 
COWPER. By (Joldwim Smith. 
BUNYAN. By J. A. Froude. 
LOCKE. By Professor Fowler. 
BYRON. By Professor Nichol. 
WORDSWORTH. By F. W. H. Myers. 
DRYDEN. By George Saintsbury. 
LANDOR- By Professor Sidney Colvim. 
DE QUINCEY. By Professor Masson. 
CHARLES LAMB. By Rev. Alfred Aingeh. 
BENTLEY. By Professor D. C. Jebb. 
CHARLES DICKENS. By A. W. Ward. 
GRAY. By E. W. (SossE. 
SWIFT. By Leslie Stephen. 
STERNE. By H. D. Traill. 
MACAULAY. By J. Cotter Morison. 

SHERIDAN. By Mrs. Oliphant. Mnthtprus. 

[Other Volumes to follow.] 



8 BELLES LETTRES. 



ESTELLB RUSSELL. By the Author of " The Private Life of GaUleo 
New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

EVANS. — Works by Sebastian Evans. 

BROTHER FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND OTHER POEMS. Fca| 
8vo. cloth. 6s. 

IN THE STUDIO: A DECADE OF POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

FAIRY BOOK. By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." (Goldc» 
Treasury Series.) zBmo. 4^. 6d. 

FA WCETT.— TALES IN POLITICAL ECONOMY. By Millicemt 
G. Fawcbtt, Author of " Political Economy for Beginners." Globe 8vo. 3*. 

FLEMING.— Works by Gkorgb Fleming. 
A NILE NOVEL. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6t. 
MIRAGE. A Novel Cheaper £ iition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 
THE HEAD OF MEDUSA. A Novel. 1 hr .e Volumes. Crown 8vo. ys.6d. 

FO'C'S'LE YARNS. -Including "BETSY LEE" AND OTHER 
POEMS. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

FRASER-TYTLER.— SONGS IN MINOR KEYS. By C. C. Frasbr. 
TvTLER (Mrs. Edward Liddell). x8mo. 6s. 

FREEMAN.— Works by E. A. Freeman, D.C.L.,LL.D. 

HISTORICAL AND ARCHITECTURAL SKETCHES ; CHIEFLY 
ITALIAN. With Illustrations by the Author. Crown 8vo. xos. 6d, 

SUBJECT AND NEIGHBOUR LANDS OF VENICE. Being a Companion 
Volume to " Historical and Architectural Sketches." With Illustrations. Ck-own 
8vo. xos. 6d. 

GARNETT. — idylls and EPIGRAMS. Chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Garnett. Fcap. 8vo. 2i. 6d, 

GILMORE.— STORM WARRIORS; or, LIFE-BOAT WORK ON THE 
GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gii-more, M.A., Vicar of SjU 
Luke's, Lower Norwood, Surrey, Author of " The Rainsgate Life-Boat/' in 
" Macmillan's Magazine." Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

GLOBE LIBRARY.— Globe 8vo. Cloth. 3X. 6d, each. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by W. G. Clark, M.A., 
and W. Aldis Wright, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, Editors of the 
*• Cambridge Shakespeare. ' ' With Glossary. 

SPENSER'S COMPLETE WORKS. Edited from the Original EdiUons and 
Manuscripts, by R. Morris, with a Memoir by J. W. Hales. M.A With 
Glossary. 

SIR WALTER SCOTT'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited with a Biographical 
and Oritical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, and copious Notes. 
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GLOBE LIBRARY— f^«/i»«fl£ 

^^^rS-yiSJ^S?*^^ ^^ ROBERT BURNS—THE POEMS, SONGS. 
• V r.1 . ^^* ^^^'^ ^'°"* '^* ^'^ Printed and Manuscript Authorities, 
with Glossanal Index, Notes, and a Biographical Memoir by Alexander 
Smith. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited after the Original Editions, with a Biographical 
Introduction by Henry Kingsley. 

GOLDSMITH'S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. Edited, with Biographical 
Introduction by Professor Masson. 

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Notes and Introductory Memoir, 
by Adolphus William Ward, M.A-, Fellow of St. Peter's College, Cambridge, 
and Professor of History in Owens College, Manchester. 

DRYDEN'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with a Memoir, Revised Text 
and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS. Edited, with Notes and Biographical 
Introduction, by Rev. William Bbnham, B.D. 

MORTE D' ARTHUR.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF KING 
ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF THE ROUND TABLE. 
The original Edition of Caxton, revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction 
by Sir Edward Strachby, Bart. 

THE WORKS OF VIRGIL. Rendered into English Prose, with Introductions, 
Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James Londsdale, M.A., 
late Fellow and Tutor of Balliol College, Oxford, and Classical Professor in 
King's College, London ; and Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University 
College, London. 

THE WORKS OF HORACE. Rendered into English Prose with Introductions, 
Rtmning Analysis, Notes and Index. By John Londsdale, M.A., and 
Samuel Lee, M.A. 

MILTON'S POETICAL WORKS, Edited, with Introductions, by Professor 
Masson. 



GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES.— Uniformly printed in i8mo., 
with Vignette Titles by J. E. Millais, R.A., T. Woolner, W. Holman Hunt, 
Sir Noel Paton, At'i hur Hughes, &c. Engraved on Steel by Jsens, &c. 
Bound in extra cloth. 4; . 6d. each volume. 

THE GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICAL 
POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. Selected and arranged, with 
Notes, by Francis Turner Palgrave. 

THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND FROM THE BEST POETS. Selected 
and arranged by Coventry Patmore. 

THE BOOK OF PRAISE. From the best English Hymn Writers. Selected 
and arranged by Lord Selborne. A New ami Enlarged Edition. 

THE FAIRY BOOK ; the Best Popular Fairv Stories. Selected and rendered 
anew by the Author of " John Hahfax, Gentleman." 

THE BALLAD BOOK. A Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. Edited 
by William Allingham. 

THE JEST BOOK. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected and 
arranged by Mark Lemon. 
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GOLDEN TREASURY SBRlES-^imHnugd. 

BACON'S ESSAYS AND COLOURS OF GOOD AND EVIL. With Notes 
and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wkight, M.A. 

THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS from this World to that which b to ccme. By 
John Bunyan. 

THE SUNDAY BOOK OF POETRY FOR THE YOUNG. Selected and 
arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS of All Times and All Countries gathered and 
narrated anew. By the Author of "The Heir of Redely flfe." 

THE ADVENTURES OF ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited from the Original 
Edition by J. W. Clark, M.A., Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge. 

THE REPUBLIC OF PLATO. Translated into English, with Notes, by J. LI 
Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 

THE SONG BOOK. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and Musidank. 
Selected and arranged by John Hullah, Professor of Vocal Music in King's 
College, London. 

LA LYRE FRANCAISE. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Gustavs 
Masson, French Master in Harrow School. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOLDAYS. By An Old Boy. 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES. Gathered from the Old Histories and wiinta anew 
by the Author of *' The Heir of Redclyffe." With Vignette. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN THOUGHTS. By Hbnry Attwell, Knight of the 
Order of the Oak Crown. 

GUESSES AT TRUTH. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

THE CAVALIER AND HIS LADY. Selections from the Works of the First 
Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Introductory Essay by Edward 
Jenkins, Author of " Ginx's Baby," &c. 

SCOTTISH SONG. A Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scotland. CompUeo 
and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlyle Aitkbn. 

DEUTSCHE LYRIK. The Golden Treasury of the best Germao Lyrical 
Poems, selected and arranged with Notes and Literary Introduction. By Ihr. 
Bucuheim. 

ROBERT HERRICK.— SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS OF. 
Airanged with Notes by F. T. Palgravb. 

POEMS OF PLACES. Edited by H. W. Loncfbllow. England and Wales. 
Two Vols. 

MATTHEW ARNOLD'S SELECTED POEMS. Also.a Xorg* Pap^ Edition. 
Crown 8vo. X7S. 6d. 

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS IN SPAIN. By 
Charix>ttb M. Yoncb. With a Vignette by Holman Hunt. 

LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. Edited, with Pnlaocii bjr the^Kev. 
Alprbd Aingbr. Reader at the Temple. 

WORDSWORTH'S SELECT POEMS. Chosen and Edited, with Pielaoe, by 
Matthew Arnold. Also a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 9^. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONGS AND SONNETS. Edited, wUh Notes, ^ 
Fkancis Turner Palgravb. 



J 
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GOLDEN TREASURY SERIES— conHnued. 

SELECTIONS FROM ADDISON. Edited by John Richard Gsbbn. 

SELECTIONS FROM SHELLEY. Edited by Stopford A. Brookb. Also 
Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d, 

POETRY OF BYRON. Chosen and arranged by Matthbw Arnold. Also 
a Large Paper Edition. Crown 8vo. 9;. 

SIR THOMAS BROWNE'S RELIGIO MEDICI ; Letter to a Friend, &c., and 
Christian Morals. Edited by W. A. Grebnhill, M.D., Oxon. 

MOHAMMAD, THE SPEECHES AND TABLE-TALK OF THE 
PROPHET. Chosen and Translated by Stanley Lank-Poole. 

WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, Selections from the Writiogs of. Avaoged and 
Edited by Professor Sidney Colvin. 

GOLDSMITH.— MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. Edited with Biographical 
Introduction, by Professor Masson. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3^. td. 

GOETHE'S FAUST. Translated into English Verse, with Notes and 
Prelimin2uy Remarks, by John Stuart Blackie, F.R.S.E^, sometime Professor 
of Greek in the University of Edinburgh. Crown 8vo. Qf. 

GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES, a Selection from the Household Stories. 

Translated from the German by Lucy Crane, and done into Pictures by 

Walter Crane. ^ Crown 8vo. 6*. 
\* Also an Edition, limited to 250 Copies, printed on large paper. Royal 8vo. 9». 

GUESSES AT TRUTH, By Two Brothers. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
T8mo. 4^. 6d. 

HAMERTGN.— Works by P. G. Hamerton. 

ETCHING AND ETCHERS. Illustrated with Forty-eight new Etchings. 
Third Edition, revised. Columbier 8vo. 

A PAINTER'S CAMP IN THE HIGHLANDS. Second and Cheaper Edition 
One Vol. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

THE INTELLECTUAL LIFE. With Portrait of Leonardo da Vinci, etched 
by Leopold Flambng. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. los. 6d. 

THOUGHTS ABOUT ART. New Edition, Revised, with Notes and Intro- 
duction. Crown 8vo. 8f. 6d» 

HARRY. A POEM. By the Author of " Mrs. Jemingham's Journal.*' Extra 
fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6a, 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN).— Works by Julian Hawthorne. 

THE LAUGHING MILL ; and Other Stories. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8va 

6s. 
FORTUNE'S FOOL. A Novel. By Julian Hawthorne, Author of "The 

Laughing Mill, and other Stories,** &c. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. [In the press. 

HEINE.— SELECTIONS FROM THE POETICAL WORKS OF HEIN- 
RICH HEINE. Translated into English. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 
A TRIP TO THE BROCK EN. By Heinrick Heine. Translated by R. 
McLintock. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6<L 

HERRICK (ROBERT).— SELECTIONS FROM THE LYRICAL 
POEMS OF. Arranged with Notes by F. T. Palgrave. (Golden Treasury 
Series.) i8mo. 4r. 6a. 
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HIGGINSON.—MALBONE ; An Oldport Romance. By T. W. Higginsoh. 
Fcap. 8vo. as. 6d, 

HILDA AMONG THE BROKEN GODS. By the Author of 
'*Obig Grange." Extra fcap. 8vo. js. 6d. 

HOOPER AND PHILLIPS.— a MANUAL OF MARKS ON POT- 
TERY AND PORCELAIN. A Dictionary of Easy Reference. By W. H. 
Hooper and W. C. Phillips. With numerous Illustrations. Second Edition, 
revised. z6mo. 4*. 6d. 

HOLLWAY-CALTHROP.— PALADIN AND SARACEN: Stories 
from Ariosto. By H. C. Hollway-Calthrop. With Illustrations by Mrs. 
Arthur Lbmon, engraved by O. Lacour. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

HOPE. —NOTES AND THOUGHTS ON GARDENS AND WOOD- 
LANDS. Written chiefly for Amateurs. By the late Frances Jane Hope, 
Wardie Lodge, near Edinburgh. Edited by Anne J. Hope Johnstone. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

HOPKINS.— ROSE TURQUAND. A Novel By Eluce Hopicins. Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

HORACE.— WORD FOR WORD FROM HORACE. The Odes literaUy 
versified. By W. T. Thornton, C.B Crown Svo. 7*. 6d. 

WORKS OF. Rendered into English Prose by John Lonsdale, M.A. and 
Samuel Lee, M.A. (Gbbe Edition.) Globe Svo. 3^. 6d 

HUNT.— TALKS ABOUT ART. By Wiluam Hunt. With a Letter by 
J. E. Millais. Second Edition. Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

IRVING. — Works by Washington Irving. 

OLD CHRISTMAS From the Sketch Book. With upwards of zoo Illustrations 
W Randolph Caldecctt, engraved by J. D. Cooper Second Edition. 
Crown Svo, cloth elegant 6s. People's Sixpenny Edition. Illustrated. 
Medium 4to. 6d. 

BRACE BRIDGE HALL. With xao Illustrations by R Caldbcott. Crown 
Svo, cloth gilt. 6s. People's Sixi>enny Edition. Illustrated. Medium 4to. 6d. 

JAMES. — Worics by Hsnrv James, jun. 

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. Cheaper Edition Crown Svo. 6». 

WASHINGTON SQUARE; THE PENSION BEAUREPAS ; A BUNDLE 
OF LETTERS. Cheaper Edition Crown Svo. 6*. 

THE EUROPEANS. A Novel. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE AMERICAN. Crown Svo. 6s. 

DAISY MILLER: AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE: FOUR MEET- 
INGS. Crown Svo. 6*. 

RODERICK HUDSON. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE MADONNA OF THE FUTURE ; and other Talcs. Crown Svo. 6». 

JO U BERT.— PENSfeES OF TOUBERT. Selected and TransUted with the 
Onginal French appended, by Henry Attwbll. Knight of the Order of the 
Oak O-own. Cr^wn Svo. 5*. 
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K£ARY (A.). — ^Works by Anvib Kbary. 

CASTLE DALY ; THE STORY OF AN IRISH HOME THIRTY YEARS 
AGO. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

JANET'S HOME. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6t, 

OLDBURY. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER ROSE. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

A DOUBTING HEART. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

KEARY(E.).— THE MAGIC VALLEY; or, PATIENT ANTOINE. With 
Illustrations by E. V. B. Globe 8vo. gilt. 4^ . 6d. 

KINGSLEY'S (CHARLES) NOVELS.— evERSLEY EDITION 
WESTWARD HO! 2 Vols. Globe 8vo. xo*. 
TWO YEARS AGO. a Vols. Globe 8vo. io». 
HYPATIA. a Vols. Globe 8vo. xoj. 
YEAST. iVoL Globe 8vo. 5*. 
ALTON LOCKE, a Vols. Globe 8vo. los. 
HEREWARD THE WAKE, a Vols. Globe 8vo. xo*. 

KINGSLEY. — ^Works by the Rev. Charlbs Kingslby, M.A., Rector of 
Eversley, and Canon of Westminster. Collected Edition. 6s. each. 

POEMS ; including the Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, Ballads, && Com- 
plete Collected Edition. 

VEAST ; a Problem. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a Prefatory Memoir by Thomas 
Hughes, Q.C, and Portrait of the Author. 

HYPATIA; or, NEW FOES WITH AN OLD FACE. 

GLAUCUS; or, THE WONDERS OF THE SEA-SHORE. With Coloured 
Illustrations. 

WESTWARD HO I or, THE VOYAGES AND ADVENTURES OF SIR 
AMYAS LEIGH. 

THE HEROES; or, GREEK FAIRY TALES FOR MY CHILDREN. With 
Illustrations. 

TWO YEARS AGO. 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. With lUostrationa by 
Sir NoBL Paton, R.S.A., and P. Skblton. 

THE ROMAN AND THE TEUTON. A Series of Lectures deUver«d before 
the University of Cambridge. With Prehice by Professor Max MOllbs. 

HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 

THE HERMITS. 

MADAM HOW AND LADY WHY; or, FIRST LESSONS IN EARTH. 
LORE FOR CHILDREN. 

AT LAST; A CHRISTMAS IN THE WEST INDIES. lUustrated. 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW AND OLD. 

PLAYS AND PURITANS; and other HISTORICAL ESSAYS. With Pdr- 
trait of Sir Walter Ralbigk. 
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KINGSLEY {C,),-^ontinued, 

HISTORICAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

SANITARY AND SOCIAL LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

SCIENTIFIC LECTURES AND ESSAYS. 

LITERARY AND GENERAL LECTURES. 

HEALTH AND EDUCATION. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

PHAETHON ; or, LOOSE THOUGHTS FOR LOOSE THINKERS. Crown 
8vo. 2f. 

TOWN GEOLOGY. Crown 8vo. s*. 

SELECTIONS FROM SOME OF THE WRITINGS OF THE REV. 
CHARLES KINGSLEY. Crown Bvo. 6*. 

OUT OF THE DEEP. Words for the Sorrowful, from the writings of Charles 
KiNGSLBY. Extra fcap. Bvo. y. 6d. 

KINGSLEY (H.).— TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-nannted by H«nry 
KiNGSLEY. With Eight full-page Illustratioos by Huard. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. 5s. 

KNOX.— SONGS OF CONSOLATION. By Isa Craig Knox. Extra fcap. 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 4s. 6d. 

LAMB'S (CHARLES) TALES FROM SHAKESPEARE. 

Edited, with Preface, by the Rev. A, Ajngbr. (Golden Treasury Series.) z8mo. 
4s. 6d. 

LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE).— SELECTIONS FROM THE 
WRITINGS OF WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, Arranged and Edited by 
Professor Sidney Colvin. With Portrait. x8mo. 4s. 6d. (Golden Treftsixry 
Series) 

LEADING CASES DONE INTO ENGLISH. By an Apprentice 
of Lincoln's Inn. Third Edition. Crown dvo. as. 6d. 

LECTURES ON ART.— Delivered in Support of the Society for 
Protection of Ancient Buildings. By Rbgd. Stuart Poole, Professor W. 

B.VRlCHMOND, E. J. POYNTER, R.A., J. T. MlCKLBTHWAlTE, and WiLUAM 

Morris. Oown 8vo. 4^. 6d, 

LEMON (MARK).-^THE jest BOOK. (Golden Treasury Series. 
x8mo. 4s. 6d. 

LIFE AND TIMES OF CONRAD THE SQUIRREL. a 

Story for Children. By the Author of *« Wandering WiUie, " '» Effie's FrioDds." 
&c. With a Frontispfece by R. FarMBN. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

LITTLE ESTELLA, and other FAIRY TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
x8ino, cloth extra, as 6d. 

LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLIDAY.— By the Author of "John 
Halifax, Gentleman.** With Illustrations. Globe 8vo. 2X. 6d. 

LOFTIE.— FORTY-SrX SOCIAL l^WITTERS. By Mrs. Lom«. Second 
Edition. z6nfio. 2s. 6d. 
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LiORNS.«— Works by the Marquis of Lornb: — 

GUIDO AND LITA: A TALE OF THE RIVIERA. A Poem. Third 
Edition. Small 4to, cloth el^^t. With Illustrations. 7^. 6d. 

THE BOOK OF THE PSALMS, LITERALLY RENDERED IN VERSE 
With Three Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

LOWELL.— COMPLETE POETICAL WORKSof James Russell Lowell. 
With Portrsut, engraved by Jebns. i8mo, cloth extra. 4*. 6cL 

LYTTELTON. — Works by Lord Lyttelton. 

THE ''COMUS" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo, 
5*. 

THE "SAMSON AGONISTES" OF MILTON, rendered into Greek Verse, 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 6d, 

MACLAREN.— THE FAIRY FAMILY. A Series of Ballads and Metrical 
Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By Archibald Maclarbn. 
With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title, and Vignette. Crown 8vo, gilt $s. 



MACMILLAN'S BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG.— in Globe 8vo. 
cloth elegant. Illustrated, *s. 6d. each : — 



WANDERING WILLIE. By the 
Author of "Conrad the Squirrel." 
With a Frontispiece by Sir Noel 
Paton. Globe 8vo. 

THE WHITE RAT, AND OTHER 
STORIES. By Ladv Barker. 
With Illustrations by W. J. Hen- 
NB9SY. Globe 8vo. 

PANSIE'S FLOXJR BIN. By the 
Author of "When I was a Little 
Girl." With Illustrations by Adrian 
Stokes. Globe 8vo. 

MILLY AND OLLY ; or, A HoKday 
among the Mountains. By Mrs. 
T. H. Ward. With Illustrations by 
Mrs. Alma Tadema. Globe 8vo. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD ; Tales 
from Scandinavian Mythology. By 
A. and E. Keary. 

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. 
By the Author of "St. Olave's," 
*• Nine Years Old," &c. 



A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. 
Edited by Charlotte M. Yonge, 
Author of -The Heir of Redclyffe." 
Two Vols. 

THE STORY OF A FELLOW- 
SOLDIER. By Frances Awdrv- 
(A Life of Bishop Patteson for the 
Young.) With Preface by Char- 
lotte M. Yonge. 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS 
AND HOLIDAYS. By Mrs. Oli- 

PHANT. 

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS. A 
Story for Girls. 

THE RUNAWAY. By the Author 
of •• Mrs. Jerningham's Journal." 

OUR YEAR. A Child's Book in 
Prose and Verse. By the Author of 
"John Halifax, Gentleman." 

LITTLE SUNSHINE'S HOLI- 
DAY. By the Author of *' John 
Halifax, Gentleman." 

NINE YEARS OLD. By the Au- 
thor of '♦ When I was a Little Giri." 



MACMILLAN'S MAOA^INE.— Published Monthly Price IX. Vols 
I. to XLVI. are now ready. 7*. 6d. each. 
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MACMILLAN'S POPULAR NOVELS.- in Crown 8vo, cloth. 
Price 6s. each Volume : — 

By WiUiam Black. 



A PRINCESS OF THULE. 

MADCAP VIOLET. 

THE MAID OF KILLEENA ; and 
other Tales. 

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES 
OF A PHAETON. lUustrated. 

GREEN PASTURES AND PIC- 
CADILLY. 



MACLEOD OF DARE. lUustrated. 

A Yachting Ro- 



WHITE WINGS 
numce. 



THE BEAUTIFUL WRETCH : 
THE FOUR MAC NICOLS: 
THE PUPIL OF AURELIUS. 



By Charles Kingsley. 

TWO YEARS AGO. J 

"WESTWARD HO!" 

ALTON LOCKE. With Portrait, ' 



HYPATIA. 

YEAST. 

HEREWARD THE WARS. 



By the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 

HUSBAND. 



THE HEAD OF THE FAMILY. 
Illustrated. 

THE OGILVIES. inustxated. 



AGATHA'S 
trated. 

OLIVE. lUustrated. 

MY MOTHER AND I. 



lUos- 



XUustfated. 



By Charlotte M. Yonge. 



THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. 
With lUustrations. 

HEARTSEASE. With Illustrations. 

THE DAISY CHAIN. With lUus- 
trations. 

THE TRIAL: More Links in the 
Daisy Chain. With lUustrations. 

HOPES AND FEARS. lUustrated. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. With 
lUustrations. 

MYYOUNGALCIDES. lUustrated. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE. 
Two Vols. Illustrated. 

CLEVER WOMAN OF THE 
FAMILY. lUustrated. 



THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. 
lUustrated. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S 
NEST. Illustrated. 



lUustrated. 
PEARLS. 



THE CAGED LION. 

THE CHAPLET OF 
lUustrated. 

LADY HESTER, and THE DAN- 
VERS PAPERS. Illustrated. 

THE THREE BRIDES. lUus- 
trated. 

MAGNUM BONUM. Illustrated. 

LOVE AND LIFE. lUustrated. 



By Frances H. Burnett. 

HAWORTH'S. 

"LOUISIANA" and "THAT LASS O* LOWRIE'S." 
lUustrated. 

By Lady Augusta Noel. 



Two Stories. 



OWEN GWYNNE'S GREAT 
WORK. 



FROM GENERATION TO GEN- 
ERATION. 
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MACMILLAN'S POPULAR HOVEl^S-^ontinued. 

By Mrs. Olipbant. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. I A SON OF THE SOIL. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. I A BELEAGUERED CITY. 

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY. 



CASTI-E DALY. 
OLDBURY. 
JANET'S HOME. 

A NILE NOVEL. 



By Annie Keary. 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. 

A YORK AND A LANCASTER 
ROSE. 

A DOUBTING HEART. 
By George Fleming. 

I MIRAGE. 
By Henry James, Junr. 



THE EUROPEANS. 

THE AMERICAN. 

DAISY MILLER AN INTERNA- 
TIONAL EPISODE: FOUR 
MEETINGS. 

RODERICK HUDSON. 



THE MADONNA OF THE 
FUTURE, and other Tales. 

WASHINGTON SQUARE: THE 
PENSION BEAUREPAS : A 
BUNDLE OF LETTERS. 

THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY. 



By the Author of "Hogan, M.P." 



HOGAN, M.P. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS FER- 
RARD. 



CHRISTY CAREW. 

FLITTERS. TATTERS. AND 
THE COUNSELLOR : WEEDS : 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 



TOM BROWN'S SCHOOLDAYS. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. 

THE FOOL OF QUALITY. By 
H. Brooks. 

REALMAH. By the Author of 
** Friends in Council." 

PATTY. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

THE BERKSHIRE LADY. By 
Mrs. Macquoid. 

HUGH CRICHTON'S ROMANCE. 
By C. R. Coleridge. 

MY TIME, AND WHAT I'VE 
DONE WITH IT. By F. C. 

BURNAND. 

ROSE TURQUAND. By Ellicb 
Hopkins. 



OLD SIR DOUGLAS. By the 
Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

SEBASTIAN. By Katharine 
Cooper. 

THE LAUGHING MILL; and 
other Tales. By Julian Haw- 
thorne. 

THE HARBOUR BAR. 
CHRISTINA NORTH. By E. M. 

Archer. 

UNDER THE LIMES. By E. M. 

BENGAL PEASANT LIFE. By 

Lal Behari Day. 
VIRGIN SOIL. By TourgAnief. 
VIDA. The Study of a Girl. By 

Amy DuNSMUiR. 
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MURRAY.— ROUND ABOUT FRANCE. By E. C. Ghknyillb Mumay 
Crown 8vo.* 7*. 6d. 

MYERS (ERNEST).— Works by Ernest Myers. 
THE PURITANS. Extra fcap. 8vo, doth. 2*. 6d. 
POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

MYERS (F. W. H.).— Works by F. W. H. Mvbr^. 
ST. PAUL. A Poem. New Edition. Extra fcap. Svo. a*. 6d. 
THE RENEWAL OF YOUTH, and other Poems. Crown Svo. 7*. &£ 

NADAL.— ESSAYS AT HOME AND ELSEWHERE. By E. S. Nadal. 
Crown Sva 6s. 

NICHOL. — ^Works by John Nichol, B.A., Oxon., Regius Professor of English 
Language and Literature in the University of Glasgow. 

HANNIBAL, A HISTORICAL DRAMA. Extra fcap. 8va 7*. 6rf. 

THE DEATH OF THEMISTOCLES, AND OTHER POEMS. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 7«. 6d. 

NINE YEARS OLD.— By the Author of "St. Olave's/* ** When I was a 
Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frolich. New Edition. Globe 8vo. ax. 6d. 

NOEL.— BEATRICE AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. RodenNoku 
Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

NOEL (LADY AUGUSTA).— Works by Lady Augusta Nobu 

OWEN GWYNNE'S great WORK. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6$, 
FROM GENERATION TO GENERATION. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

NORTON.^Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiece. Eighth Edidon. 
Fcap. 8vo. 4^. 6d. 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. New Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

OLIPHANT.— Works by Mrs. Oliphant. 

THE LITERARY HISTORY OF ENGLAND in the end of the Eighteenth 
and beginning of the Nineteenth Century. Cheaper Issue. With a New Pre- 
&ce. 3 Vols. Demy Svo. 2xs. 

AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New Edition, with 
Illustrations. Globe Svo. v. 6d. 

THE SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE CURATE IN CHARGE. Sixth Edition- Crown Svo. 6*. 

THE MAKERS OF FLORENCE: Dante, Giotto, Savonarola, and their City. 
With Illustrations from Drawings by Professcnr Delamotte, and a Steel Portrait 
of Savonarola, engraved by C. H. Jeens. New and Cheaper Edition with Pre- 
face. Crown Svo. Cloth extra, zor. 6d. 

YOUNG MUSGRAVE. Cheaper Edition- Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE BELEAGUERED CITY. Cheaper Edition. Crown Sva dr. 

HE THAT WILL NOT WHEN HE MAY. Cheaper Edition. Crown «vo. fit. 

DRESS. Illustrated. Crown Svo. m. 6d. [Art at Home Series. 
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OUR YEAR. A Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author of 
"John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Clarence Dobell. Royal x&no. 
as. 6d. 

PAGE.—THE LADY RESIDENT, by Hamilton Page. Three Vob. Crown 
8vo. 3ZX. 6d. 

PALGRAVE. — ^Works by Francis Turner Palcrave, M.A., late Fellow 
of Exeter College, Oxford. 

THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH GRANGE. 
A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur Hughes, and Engraved 
Title- Page by Jbens. Small 410, cloth extra. 6s. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged i8mo. 19. 6d. 

VISIONS OF ENGLAND ; being a series of Lyrical Poems on Leading Events 
and Persons in English History. With a Preface and Notes. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6d. 

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. Edited 
by F. T. Palgravb. i8mo. 4*. 6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F. T. Palgravb. 
With Vignette Title by Jbrns. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4;. 6d, 

THE CHILDREN'S TREASURY OF LYRICAL POETRY. Selected and 
ananged with Notes by F. T. Palgravb. z8mo. m. 6d. And in Two Parts, 
zj. each. 

HERRICK: SELECITONS FROM THE LYRICAL POEMS. With Notes. 
(Golden Treasury Series.) z8mo. 45. 6d. 

PANSIE'S FLOUR BIN. By the Author of "When I was a Little 
Girl," " St. Olave's," &c. Illustrated by Adrian Stokes. Globe 8vo. 4J. 6d. 

PATER.— THE RENAISSANCE. Studies in Art and Poetry. By Walter 
Pater, Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. Second Edition, Revised, with 
Vignette engraved by C. H. Jeens. Crown 8vo. xo*. 6d. 

PATMORE.— THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND, from the Best Poets. 
Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. New Edition. With Illustra- 
tions by J. Lawson. Crown 8vo, gilt 6s (Golden Treasury Edition.) z8mo. 
4r. 6d. 

PEEL.— ECHOES FROM HOREB, AND OTHER POEMS. By Edmund 
Peel, Author of " An Ancient City," &c. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

PEMBER.— THE TRAGEDY OF LESBOS. A Dramatic Poem. By 
E. H. Pember. Fcap. 8vo. 45. 6d. 

PEOPLE'S EDITIONS. Profusely lUustrated, medium 4to^ 6d, each; 
or complete in One* Vol., cloth, y. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By an Old Boy. 
WATERTON'S WANDERINGS IN SOUTH AMERICA. 
WASHINGTON IRVING' S OLD CHRISTMAS. 
WASHINGTON IRVING'S BRACEBRIDGE HALL. 

PHILLIPS (S. K.).— ON THE SEABOARD; and Other Poems. By 
Susan K. Philups. Second Edition. Crown 6vo. 51. 
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PHILPOT. — A POCKET OF PEBBLES, WITH A FEW SHELLS; Being 
Fragments of Reflection, now and then with Cadence, made up mostly by ths 
Sea-shore. By the Rev. W. B. Philpot. Second Edition, picked, sorted, and 
polished anew ; with Two Illustrations by George Smith. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

PLATO.— THE REPUBLIC OF. Translated into English with Notes by 
J. Ll. Davies, M.A., and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. (Golden Treasury Series.) 
id.-no. 4«. 6d. 

POEMS OF PLACES— (ENGLAND AND WALES). Edited by 
H. W. Longfellow. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4J. 6d. 

POETS (ENGLISH).— SELECTIONS, with Critical Introduction by 
various writers, and a general Introduction by Matthew Arnold. Edited b;/ 
T. H. Ward, M.A. Four Vols. Crown 8vo 7*. 6d. each. 

Vol. I. CHAUCER TO DONNE. 

Vol II. BEN JONSON TO DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON TO BLAKE. 

Vol. IV. WORDSWORTH TO SYDNEY DOfiELL 

POQLE.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST OF 
ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Pcole. New and Cheaper Edition. With 
Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 

POPE. — POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited with Notes and lairoductory 
Memoir by Adolphus William Ward, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe Bva 
y. 6d» 

POPULATION OF AN OLD PEAR TREE. From the French 
of E Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of ''The Heir of Redcljflfe." 
With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. Crown Bvo, »klt. 4^ €a. 

POTTER. — LANCASHIRE MEMORIES. By Louisa Potter. Cr,>wD 
Bvo. 6s. 

PRINCE FLORESTAN OF MONACO, THE FALL OF, 

By HiMSELP. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. Bvo, cloth extra. 
gilt edges. 5*. A French Translation. 5*. ALiO an Edition for the Poople. 
Crown Bvo. iv. 

PUSHKIN.— EUGE:NE ONEGUINE. A Romance of Russian Life in Verse. 
By Alexander Pushkin. Translated from the Russian by Lieut.-Col. Spazj> 
INC. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

RACHEL OLLIVER.— A Novel Three Vols. Crown Bvo. 31s. 6d, 
RE ALM AH . — By the Author of '* Friends m Cbuncil. Oown Bvo. fix. 
RHOADES.— Pv3EMS. By Jambs Rkoades. Fcap. Bvo. 4*.W- 

RICHARDSON.— THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A Selection of Legends 
drawn from Valmiki's Sanskrit Poem, "The Ramayana." By FaB»«»MCA 
Richardson. Crown Bvo. 7*. 6d. 
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ROBINSON CRUSOE. Edited with Biographical Introduction hy 
Henry Kingsley. (Globe Edition.) Globe 8vo. 3;. 6</.'-'Golden IVeasury 
Edition. Edited by J. W. Clark, M.A. z8mo. 4s. 6d. 

ROSSETTI. — Works by Christina Rossstti. 

POEMS. Complete Edition, containing "Goblin Mar.ket," "The Prince's 
Progress/' &c. With Four Illustrations. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Illustrated by Arthur Hughes. Crown Bvo, 
gilt edges. 4;. 6d. 

A PAGEANT, AND OTHER POEMS. Extra fcap. Svo. 6j. 

RUTH AND HER FRIENDS, a Story for Girls. With a Fromis- 
piece. New Edition. Globe Svo. 2s. 6d. 

SCOURING OF THE WHITE HORSE ; oR, THE LONG 
VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. By the Ai«hor of "iTom 
Brown's School Days." Illustrated by Doylb. Imp. i6mo. Cloth, gilt. 5*. 

SCOTT (SIR WALTER).— POETICAL WORKS OF. Edited with a 
Biographical and Critical Memoir by Frakcis Turner Palgrave. (Globe 
Edition.) Globe Svo. y. 6d. 

SCOTTISH SONG.— A SELECTION OF THE CHOICEST LYRICS 
OF SCOTLAND. By Mary CaRlylb ArrtfEN. (Golden Ireasury Series.) 
i8mo. 4 J. td. 

SELBORNE (LORD).— THE BOOK OF PRAISE. Pr«m Ifce best 
Elnglish Hymn writers. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. 4J. M. 

SERMONS OUT OF CHURCH. By the Author of " John Halifax, 
Gendeman." Crown Svo. 6s. 

SHAKESPEARE. — The Works of William Shakespeare. Cambridge 
Edition. Edited by W. Gforgb Clark, M.A., and W. Aldis Wright, M.A. 
Nine Vols. Svo, cloth. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COlvrPLETE WORKS. Edited, by W. G. 
Clark, M.A., and W. Alois Wright, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe Svo. 
3*. 6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONGS AND SONNETS. Edited, with 

Notes, by F»akCIS Turner Palgkave. (Golden Treasury Series.) ibmo. 
4^ . td. 

SHAKESPEARE PHRASE BOOK, THE. By JcwiN Bart 
LETT, Author of ** FiimiLar Quotations." Globe Svo. ns. 6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S PLAYS. An attempt to determine the Chrono- 
logical Order. By the Rev. H. Paine Stokes, B.A. Extra fcap. Svo. 4*. 6d. 
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SHAKESPEARE'S TEMPEST. Edfted. with Glossarial and Ez- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jephson. New Edition. z8mo. zx. 

SHORTHOUSE.— JOHN INGLESANT: A ROMANCE. By J. H. 
SuoKTBOusE. 2 Vols. New and Cheaper Edition, Globe 8vo. zar. 

SHELLEY.— POEMS OF. Edited by Stoppord A. Brooke. (Golden 
Treasury Series. ) z8mo. ^.6d. Also a fine Edition primed on hand-made 
paper. Crown 8vo. zax. 6d. 

SMEDLEY. — TWO DRAMATIC POEMS. By Menklla Bute Smedlbt. 
Author of " Lady Grace/' &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6*. 

SMITH. — POEMS. By Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 8vo. 51. 

SMITH.— Works by Rev. Walter C Smith. 

HYMNS OF CHRIST AND THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. Faq> 8vo. 6». 
HILDA AMONG THE BROKEN GODS. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. jt. 6d, 

SMITH.— THREE ENGLISH STATESMEN. A Course of Lectures on the 
Political History of England. By Goldwin Smith. New Edition. Crown 
8vo. s*' 

SONG BOOK. WORDS AND TUNES FROM THE BEST POETS 
AND MUSICIANS. Selected and arranged by John Hullah. (Golden 
Treasury Series.) z8mo. 41. 6d. 

SPENSER.- COMPLETE WORKS OF. Edited bv the Rev. R. Morris, 
M.A., LL.D., with a Memoir by J. W. Hales, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe 
8vo. 3*. 6d. 

STEPHEN (C. E.).— THE SERVICE OF THE POOR; bein^ an 
Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of Religious Sister- 
hoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroline Emilia Stephen. Oown 8to. 
6s. 6d, 

STREETS AND LANES OP A CITY : Being the Reminiscences of 
Amy Dutton. With a Preiace by the Bishop or Salisboet. Seoond and 
Cheaper Edition. Globe 8vo. ax. 6d, 

TANNER.— THE ABBOTTS FARM: or, PRA(n*ICE WITH SCIENCE. 
By HenryTanner, M.R.A.C, F.C.S., late ProfessorofPrinciplesof Agiicukure 
in the Royal Agricultural (College ; Examiner in the Principles of Apiculture 
under the (Government Department of Science. Author of "First Principles 
of Agriculture," &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. y. 6d. 

THE R UN AW AY. By tbe Author of '* Mis. Jemingham's JsuroaL" With 
Illustrations. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

THIRTY YE ARS.— BEING POEMS NEW AND OLD. By the Author 
of " John Halifax. (Gentleman." New Edition. Crown Svo. dr 
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THOMPSON. -A HANDBOOK TO THE PUBLIC PICTURE GAL- 
LERIES OF EUROPE. With a brief sketch of the History of the various 
Schools of Painting from the thirteenth century to the eighteenth, inclusive. By 
Kate Thompson. Third Edition, Revised and Enlarged. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 7;. 6d. 

THROUGH THE RANKS TO A COMMISSION.— iv«„««/ 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 2*. 6d. 

TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By An Old Boy. With Seven 
Illustrations by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall. Crown 8vo. 6s. ; Golden 
Treasury Edition. 4s. 6d.; People's Edition. 2#. People's Sixpenny Illustrated 
Edition. Medium 410. 6d. 

TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. New Edition. With lUustrations. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

TOURGENIEF.— VIRGIN SOIL. By I. Tourgeniep. Translated by 
AsHTON W. DiLKB. Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

TRENCH. — Works by R. Chbnbvix Trench, D.D., Archbishop of Dublin 
(For other-Works by this Author, see Theological, Historical, and Philo* 
sophical Catalogues.) 

POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. Svo. js. 6d. 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and arranged, with 
Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Third Edition, revised. Extra fcap. Svo. 
5f . 6d. 

SACRED LATIN POETRY, Chiefly Lyrical. Selected and arranged for Use. 
By Archbishop Trench. Third Edition, Corrected and Improved. Fcap. Svo. 
7*. 

TYRWHITT.— OUR SKETCHING CLUB. Letters and Studies on Land- 
scape Art. By the Rev. R. St. John Tyrwhitt, M.A. With an Authorised 
Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts in Professor Ruskin*s " Elements of 
Drawing." Second Edition. Crown Svo. js. 6d. 

UNDER THE LIMES. By the Author of " Christina North.- Second 
Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

VIRGIL.— THE WORKS OF. Rendered into English Prose. By John 
Lonsdale, M.A., and Samuel Lbb, M.A. (Globe Edition.) Globe Svo. 3^. 6d. 

WARD. — ENGLISH POETS. Selections, with Critical Introductions by 
various writers, and a general Introduction by Matthew Arnold. Edited by 
T. H. Ward, M.A. Four Vols. Crown Svo. 7*. 6d. each. 

VoL I. CHAUCER TO DONNE. 

V0I.IL BEN JONSON TO DRYDEN. 

Vol. III. ADDISON TO BLAKE. 

Vol. rV. WORDSWORTH TO SYDNEY DOBELL. 

WARD, MRS. T. H.— MILLY AND OLLY; or, a Holiday among the 
Mountains. By Mr*. T. H. Ward. Illustrated by Mrs. Alma Tadema. Globe 
Svo. 2S. 6d. 
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VvEBSTER. — ^Works by Augusta Wkbstbr. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. s*. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6J. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. Literally translated into English Vexse. Extra 
fcap. Svo. y. 6d. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale in English Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d, 

A HOUSEWIFE'S OPINIONS. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6^ 

A BOOK OF RHYME. Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL. By the Author of " St OlaTw." 
Illustrated by L. FRdi.iCH. Globe 8vo. as. 6d. 

WHEN PAPA COMES HOME : The Story of r»p. Tap. Toe. By 
the Author of " Nine Years Old," " Pansie's Flour Bin," &c. WithlUastratioiis 
by W. J. Hennessy. Globe 8vo. \s. 6d. 

WHITE.—RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8vo. 7*. ^' 

WHITTIER.-JOHN GREENLEAF WHITHER'S POETICAL WORKS 
Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H. Jebns. iBmo. ^s. 6d. 

WILLOUGHBY. —FAIRY GUARDIANS. A Book for the Young By 
F. WiLLOUGUBY. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, gilt. 5r. 

WOLF.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS. Twenty 
Illustrations by Joseph Wolf, engraved by J. W. and E. Whvmpbk. Witn 
descriptive Letter-press by D. G. Elliot, F.L.S. An Edition in royal £olao. 
Proofs befare Letters, each Proof signed by the Engravers. 

WO OLNER.— Works by Thomas Woolner, R.A. 

MY BEAUTIFUL LADY. With a Vignette by A. Hughes. Third Bdkiiii 
Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

PYGMALION. A Poem. Crown 8 vo. 7# 6d. 

WORDS FROM THE POETS. Selected by the Editor of "Ray 
cf Sunlight." With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8-no, limp. i*. 

WORDSWORTH.— SELECT POEMS OF. Chosen and Edited, with 
Preface, by Matthew Arnold. (Golden Treasury Series.) iSmo. 4^. 6d. 
Fine Ediiiu Crown 8vo, hand-made paper, \nxh. Portrait of WoKlsworth 
engraved by C. H. Jeens, and Printed on India Paper.- 9^. 
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YONGE (C. M.).— New lUustratcd Edition of Novels and Tales by Char- 

LOTTB M. YONGB. 

In Eighteen Volumes. Crown 8vo. 6x. each ]■— 
Vol I. THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. With Illustrations by Kate Grkbn- 

AWAY. 

II. HEARTSEASE, ^th Illustrations by Kate Grbbnaway. 

III. HOPES AND FEARS. With Illustrations by Herbert Candy. 

IV. DYNEVOR TERRACE. With Illustrations by Adrian Stokes. 

V. THE DAISY CHAIN. lUustratcd by J. P. Atkinson. 

VI. THE TRIAL. Illustrated by J. P. Atkinson. 

VII. & VIII. THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; or, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. Illustrated by Herbert Gandy. Two Vols. 

IX. THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. New Edition. Illustrated by Marian 
Huxley. 

X. CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. New Edition. lUusttated 
by Adrian Stokes. 

XL THE THREE BRIDES. Illustrated by Adrian Stokes. 

XII. MY YOUNG ALCIDES : or, A FADED PHOTOGRAPH. Illustrated 
by Adrian Stokes. 

XIII. THE CAGED LION. Illustrated by W. J. Hennessy. 

XIV. THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Illustrated by W. J. Hennessy. 

XV. THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AND BLACK 
RIBAUMONT. lUustrated by W. J. Hennessy. 

XVI. LADY HESTER AND THE DANVERS PAPERS. Illustrated by 

Jane E. Cook. 

XVII. MAGNUM BONUM ; or, MOTHER CAREY'S BROOD. Illustrated 

by W. J. Hennessy. 

XVIII. LOVE AND LIFE. Illustrated by W. J. Hennessy. - 

YONGE (CM.).— Works by Charlotte M. Yonce:— 
UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. A Novel. 3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 9*. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the Last Crusade. Illustrated. 
New Edition. Globe 8vo. 49. 6d. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. New Edition. With Illustrations. x8mo. 
4r. 6d. 

THE LITTLE DUKE: RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New Edition. 
Illu-trated. Globe 8vo. 4^. dd. 
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YONGE (C. M.)—conHnuU 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL COUN- 
TRIES, Gathered and Narrated Anew. (Golden Treasury Series.) 4s. 6d, 
Cheap Edition, is. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Illustrated by L FrAlich. 
Globe 8vo. 41. 6d. 

A BOOK OF WORTHIES. (Golden Treasury Series.) i8mo. ^. 6d, 

THE STORY OF THE CHRISTIANS AND MOORS IN SPAIN. 
(Golden Treasury Series.) z8mo. 4s. 6d. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY, From Rollo to Edward II. 
Third Edition, enlarged. Extra fcap. 8vo. 

Sbcond Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. New Edition. Extra fcap. 
8vo. ss. 

Third Series. THE WARS OF THE ROSES. Extra fcap. 8vo. ^, 

Fourth Series. REFORMATION TIMES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

Fs and Q's ; or, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. With lUustoa. 
tionsby C O. Murray. New Edition. Globe 8vo, cloth gilt 4^. 6d, 

BYEWORDS: A COLLECH^ION OF TALES NEW AND OLD. Crown 8vo, 
6*. 
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MAGMILLAN'S BIOGRAPHICAL SERIES. 

Crown 8vo, uniformly bound. Price 6s, each. 

SPINOZA : A Study. By Rev. Dr. James Martineau. With a 
Portrait Photographed from the Original Painting in the Wolsenduettel Library. 
Crown 8vo. 

THE LIFE AND WORK OP MARY CARPENTER. By 

J. EsTLiN Carpenter, M.A. With Steel Portrait. 

CATHERINE AND CRAUFURD TAIT. Wife and Son of 
Archibald Campbell, Archbishop of Canterbury : a Memoir. Edited, at the 
request of the Archbishop, by the Rev. W. Benham, B.D. With Two Por- 
traits engraved by Jeens. New and Cheaper Edition. 

BERNARD (ST.).— THE LIFE AND TIMES OF ST. 
BERNARD, Abbot of Clairraux.. By J. C- Morison, M.A. New 
Edition. 

CHARLOTTE BRONTE: A Monograph. By T. Wemyss 
RsiD. Third Edition. 

ST. ANSLEM. By the Very Rev. R. W. Church, M. A., Dean 
of St. Paul's. New Edition. 

GREAT CHRISTIANS OP FRANCE: St. Louis and 

Calvin. By M. Guizot, Member of the Institute of France. 

ALFRED THE GREAT. By Thomas Hughes, Q.C. 
BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES, 1852-75. By Harriet 

Martineau. With Four Additional Sketches, and Autobiographical Sketch. 
Fifth Edition. 

FRANCIb OF ASSISI. By Mrs. Oliphant. New Edition. 

VICTOR EMMANUEL II., FIRST KING OF ITALY. 
By G. S. GoDKiN. New Edition. 
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A Series of Short Books on his Rights and Responsibilities. Crown 

8vo. 3 J. Sd. each. 

CENTRAL GOVERNMENT. By H. D. Traill, D.C.L., 

late Fellow of St. John's College, Oxford. 

THE ELECTORATE AND THE LEGISLATURE. By 

Spencer Walpolb, Author of " The Histoty of England from 1815." 

THE POOR LAW. By the Rev. T. W. Fowle, M. A. 

THE NATIONAL BUDGET; THE NATIONAL DEBT ; 

TAXES AND RATES. By A. J. Wilson. 

THE STATE IN RELATION TO LABOUR. By W. 

Stanley Jevons, LL;D., F R.S. 

THE STATE AND THE CHURCH. By the Hon. Arthur 
Elliot, MP. 

FOREIGN RELATIONS. By Spencer Walpole, Author of 

"The History of England from 1815." 

In Preparation. 

LOCAL GOVERNMENT. By M. D. Chalmers. 

JUSTICE AND POLICE. By C. P. Ilbert, late Fellow of 
Balliol College, and F. Pollock, MA., late Fdlov ot Trinity College. 

Cambridge. 

THE STATE AND EDUCATION. By Henry Craik, M.A. 

THE STATE IN RELATION TO TRADE. By T. H. 

Farrer. [/« the Pnss. 

THE STATE AND THE LAND. By F. Pollock, late FeUow 

of Triniiy College, Cambridge. [/« the Prrss. 

INDIA. By J. S. Cotton, late Fellow of Queen's College, Oxford. 
COLONIES AND DEPENDENCIES. By E.J. Payne, 

Fellow of University College, Oxford. 
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NATURAL HISTORY AND TRAVELS. 

GILBERT WHITE'S NATURAL HISTORY AND 

ANTIQUITIES OF SELBORNE. New Edition- Edited, with Notes, and 
Memoir, by Frank Buckland. Illustrated by Professor Delamottb. Crown 
8vo. 6s, 

WATERTON*S WANDERINGS IN SOUTH AMERICA 

AND THE NORTH-WEST OF THE UNITED STATES. By Charles 
Watkrton. Edited by the Rev. J. G. Wood. With 100 Illustrations. Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

By Sir SAMUEL BAKER, MA, F.R.G.S. 

ISMAILIA. A Narrative of the Expedition to Central Africa for 
the Suppression of the Slave Trade, organised by Ismail, Khedive of Egypt. 
With Illustrations by Zwecker and Durand. New and Cheaper Edition. (Sown 
8vo. 6s. 

THE NILE TRIBUTARIES OF ABYSSINIA AND THE 

SWORD HUNTERS OF THE HAMRAN ARABS. With Maps and Illustra- 
tions. Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE ALBERT N'YANZA GREAT BASIN OF THE 

NILE, AND EXPLORATIONS OF THE NILE SOURCES. With Maps 
and Illustrations. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 

By Lord GEORGE CAMPBELL. 
LOG.LETTERS FROM THE "CHALLENGER." Fifth 

and Cheaper Edition, revised. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

By Sir CHARLES W. DILKE, M.P. 

GREATER BRITAIN. A Record of Travel in English speaking 
Countries during 1866-67. (America, Australia, India.) Sixth and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

By W. G. PALGRAVE. 

A NARRATIVE OF A YEAR'S JOURNEY THROUGH 

CENTRAL AND EASTERN ARABIA, 1862-63. With Map, Plans, and 
Portrait of Author, engraved on Steel by Jeens. Crown 8vo. .6*. 

By Baron HUBNER. 

A RAMBLE ROUND THE WORLD, 1871. By M. le Baron 
de HObner, formerly Ambassador and Minister. Translated by Lady Herbert. 
New and Cheaper Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

By A, B. MITFORD. 

TALES OF OLD JAPAN. With lUustrations drawn and cut on 
Wood by Japanese Artists. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

By J. R. CAMPBELL, Author of " Frost and Fire." 

MY CIRCULAR NOTES. Extracts from Journals ; Letters sent 
Home ; Geological and other Notes, written while Travelling Westwards round 
the World, 1875. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

By HENRY KINGSLEY. 

TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. By Henry 
Kings LEY. With Eight full-page Illustrations by Huard. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 5^ . 
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MESSRS. MACMILLAN & CO/S 

NEW BOOKS AT MODERATE PRICES. 

Craivn 8w, price FOUR SHILLINGS 6- SIXPENCE each Volume. 



tHE BURMAN ; His Life and Notions. By Shway Yoe. 

[Two Volumes. Ready. 
" These entertaining volumes. . . Both toeether they constitute the best description 
of Burmahthat has ever appeared.** — The Globe. 



THE BURGOMASTER'S WIFE, A Tale of the Siege of 

Leyden. By Dr. Gborg Ebers, Author of '* The Egyptian Princess," &c. 

Translated by Clara Bell. [One Volume. Ready. 

'* One of the greatest incidents of European history. . . The story he has inter- 
woven with historical fact is full of human interest, and no detail of the manners of 
the times has been omitted which would give reality to the picture." — Daily News. 



A MEMOIR OF DANIEL MACMILLAN. By Thomas 

Hughes, Q.C. With a Portrait engraved on Steel by C H. Jebns, from a 
Painting by Lowes Dickinson. [une Volume. Ready 

DEMOCRACY: An American Novel. 

POPULAR EDITION. Paper Covers, is. 

[One Volume. Ready. 

*'This very remarkable book. . . From the Mterary point of view 'Democracy* 
seems to us almost perfect Altogether * Democracy * is a striking performance.*' — 
Pall Mall Gazette. 

"This is a very brilliant little book. . . Thex« is truly marvellous skill in the 
literary form. . . The literary skill with wluch it ii executed suggests the touch of 
a master hand." — The Spectator. 



MISS YONGE'S NEW NOVEL. 

UNKNOWN TO HISTORY. By Charlotte M. Yongk, 

Author of "The Heir of RedclyflFe.'* [Two Volumes. Ready. 

"A charming story. . . She has written an interesting and delightful story. . . A 
clever and attractive novel." — PaJl Mall Gazette. 
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